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Ya which the Exons of the former Eoirions Loy | 5 | 


corrected, and the CoLLECTION 3s continued down 


to the preſent gan. 6. | . 7 
ES IS BL” 
In Tun Vououns. Ip If <= hi 
Mes les... 0 L. I. 2 he r PN 


8 10 N 


Printed for k. Wirn x = 5, at'the Seven Stars, paints” _ 


Chancery Lane, and A. and C, C 0 BOT, Ab. at &- 3 


dijon's Head, 
Me tt. 


Mn z 


- 


__ 


e” » 
8 in . 2 
2 


22 4 2 


BEAUTIES. 


r THE 
ENGLISH. STAGE. 
rat x 25 . ö A 


ac bins 


ither'd, 
And on ber cxooked Shoukders had the wing 
The tatter'd Remnants of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſs from the Cold: $23 


So there was nothing of a Piece about her, 4 p £11 4 4 


Her lower Weeds were all o'er coarſly patch'd 
With different colour d Rags, black, "red, white, yel- ' 


low | 

And ſeem'd to ſpeak Variety of Wretchedneſs, - 
N 

e B : 5 


— 


ma 


\ —_ Fubſoginn"s T60th;- or the — re 
hat's bolted by the Narthern Blaſt twice over. 


;\ SH AKESPEAR) s Winter's Tale. 


Give me your Hand, this Hand is moiſt, 
T hg 4 gs and liberal Heart; 
- andmoiſþ4. this 17 of. in requires 
\ Much Gian, Exerciſe QeFour, ds 8 
For here's a young a ae 


That commonly rebels. Sega 5 ' Othello. 
1 


| In wi y ſtill moſt N 7 
4 ern Win is in 2 S&i 4 
_ Reftleſs we wander to a new Deſire, p 
And burn ourſelves by blowing up the "oy 
Me toſs and turn about our fev'tiſh Will, 
When all our Eaſe, muſt come by lying ſti 


For all the Happineſs Mankind can Nr 
Is not in eee on in Reſt Tom Pain. * 


Tis 7  Davpass Jada . 
No Happineſs « can Che where is mo Reit, 
Th“ enknown, -anratk'd-of Man, die enz leſt.” | 
He, u in me ſafe- Cliff, this Cell does &ecp, 
From thence he views the Labour fiche 
The Goldsfraught Veſſel, which t . 
He ſees now vamly make co his Retreat; 
And when from far'the-venth Wave does appear, 
Shrinks up en ü ee * 
Dates Track Love, 
Den wos eine w milles by Fil n Oe, © 4 
Why is there more to.wiſh ? Fortune can find Yr, 
No Flaw: in ſuch a'Glur of Happineſs- 77004 18 
Te e Aer in. Tb 


—_th\Bnauisn STAGE. $ 


The Gods, my dear moſt loved 
Double all tas ys chat thou haſt met upon e, 
And oh I mechin de Soul is rege a 11 

Takes it the more unkindly of h — Ar 
That thou and I cannot be bleſs d to 

ee „ Php, 


W is that Thipg call d pie. which Men 
Wich ſo much Nene Zeal. purſue * 4 
So many-ſey'ral Ways ; ea hoping to E 
Attain it in the Poſlefftion of fome © © . e 
Diſtagt long-for Bleflin 55 ie 
In yain ; for even that jog Wea . 
Plac'd in a nearer Ligh once a,” 
Loſes but too much 5 10 wonted Li 
Or elſe, encounter d with rade Croffes fo” 
Abroad, is Joſt and buried in a ches 


Ne 894 


And Cloud of rank arb ee 

— i id Firuzn" 1 „ Brute. 
evan To be good ig do ” 

Are ha ppier than Men, becauſe | 


Guilt is 8 Source.of Sorrow ; tis the Rind, 
Th'. Fiend that follows us behind 


But retin everlaſting Peace of Mind. 
And find the * 2 * their Heavy! 
| Rowe” 7155 1 


Wich W and Stings : n s 


Vop les Cain Bg roy charm my Thonghe, "= 


I cannot count the Hours while you are * 


My Bleflin ings, Mi 8 r — 


Fs 

_ While till 5285 1 
While ill rſs Joys e 

4 rr 2 725 iT 
T Pronto of wp to, 


! could che final W 3 


„ 


1 


2 — 
* = 3 - 


A 
— 
wv - 


And with a Nod commands the Univerſe, 


„ e 


Like me bovkadely ha * Vice would die, 
And the deluded — giddy Man,. 
% Strangers. 


HILL“ 2 ? 


Learn then no Happineſs can be ſecure, | 
in in whatever lies beyond our Power. 
En. Jounson's Medea, 


* What art TI Happineſs, ſo ſought by 
So greatly envy'd, yet 5 fel ſeldom found ? N. 
Of what ſtrange Nature is thy Compolition, 
When Gold and Grandeur ſue to thee in vain ? 
The Prince who leads embattled Thouſands forth, 


Knows not the Language to make thee obey ; 
Tho” he with Armies ftrews the hoſtile Plain, 
And hews oat Avenues of Death, he ſtill 
Loſes his Way to thee, becauſe Content 
Appears not on the Road, to light him to thee 
Content and Happineſs are then the ſame j—— 
And they are ſeldom found, but in the Bed - 
Where IIS Ingocence relides. 
Hevn“ 


+ Praiſe is the ſacred Attribute of Heaven. 
"Tis ours alone, with humble, grateful Hearts 
T“ employ the gracious Inſtinct it beſtows | 
To our own Honour, Happineſs and Virtue : 
For by gp: s and Virtue are the ſame. 


rate, ir. 
HARANGUE, 
* ul . 
Were here aſſembled for the to beſt Fight . 


That ever ſtrain d the Force of Eng/ib Arms. 
See yon wide Field with glitt'ring Numbers 


; Vain of cheir Strength they 


N 


. 


— 


* 


RN 


ge us for: tons. 
And 


* 3 x 


\ « 
4. \ = 
* 13 ; 


. 


And bid us viola their ideen at ung 
If there's an Faglibman among ye We 
Whoſe Soul can bach truckle to Tack W 
0 bim depart. - For me, I (wear, by 
my great Father's Soul ! and by — Frome * + 
My Oo ne'er _ pay NG iy 
Nor will I Beep te rag out in DS. * 
And take my N m a .. — | 1 
This I'refolve, e * 
Tel all W the . 


Ox Choice! and now my ail; 

| Tas Valor s oper ar to Num 15. 
There arg no the traly Brave e: 

Let us reſolve on and tie urs. 

But ſhould the worſt that can dean -D! 
tos we has — 


And we have Fathers, Brothers, PR: 
Namn Cohen 5 


I ſee the gen eus Indi ik, 

That ſoon will ſhake t boaſted Fow'r of 8 

Their Monarch trembles IE IS | 
To think the Troo D 


Are ſuch as never 1 
Tleyu n ee EY 3 
No Army baffle, and no Town'withſtand:- : 
Heav*ns with what Pleaſure, with what Love I gazs, 

In ev'ry Face to view his Father's Greatneſs! -- 
"Thoſe Fathers, whoſe undaunted Fathers, who | 
In Gallie Blood have dy'd their nai beck Fein, 
Thoſe Fathers who in e wrought 

Who taught the Syracafiex; to ſubmit, | 9 
Tam'd the Calabriam, the fierce Saracens, - J 
And have ſubdued in many  tubbora Fight | 


ol Officers 1 cs „ ones ins 


14. - * _ | 
S214 'B 3 "The 
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The Paleftinean Warriors; Scotland's Fields, 
That have ſo oft been drencht with native Gore, 
Bear noble Record and the fertile Iſſe 
Of fair Hibernia, by their Swords ſubjected, 

An ample Tribute, and Obedience pays. | 
On her.high Mounta'ns Pals receiv'd their Laws, 
And the: whole World has witneſs'd to their 422 
her ee eee eee eee , 

View all yo ring Grandeur as your Hei,, 4 
The ſure 15 7 is eee Victory. 

Strain ev'ry Faculty, and let your Minds, | 
Your” Hopes, ZA reach their utmoſt - 


Follow your Standards with's fexsloſs Spirit 3 1 

Follow the great Examples of your Sires ; — 
_ Follow the noble Genub that inſphes ye Iro s 5 
Follow this Train ef wilt and valine Leader? 

Follow"! mep your Brother, Prints, and Feiend.> \. 


Draw Fellow-Soldiere<emreh th' mipiring Flame * 
We fight for England, Liberty, and Fame. 
Sen le . eme, [ | 


FRY COL 11 


rs 5 T R 1 b. jy qe" FA 


1 Nen 
ane f . * — 
him worſe than chan Famine! or Diſeaſesm NV 
— his Family; let inveterate Hate 57 
2 ce between e dae this Moment, 

meeting. never $ part. 19 
od 2 11 OrW aN — 


* My Heart heaves'v 111 re; ke's Poiton' 25 
1 10 177 od 2 my raviſh Abe 45 . Want 


de fe wan 0/5 <T 
eee eee 


23 


8 adden 4 
ps! 1 had much rather ſee 
1 A creſted or 4 Dafiliſk* : . e 22204 
" Both, are leſs 7 wt to 2 Eyes and Nature.” ans 


tbe ENGLISH ST Az. 1 


He n Bug. I cannot bear him; 
One — Earth can never hold us 1 * 


Still ſhall we hate, and with Defiance deadly _ 
Keep Rage alive, till one be loſt for ever: 
A5 1 two Suns ſhould meet in one Meridian, 
And davve.im _ Combat for the Paſſage 
1 OY Tampines. 


CL 


© "This is Hatred; © © 
She loaths, deteſts him, flies ec, ing 
And ſhrinks and trembles at his very Name. 


| * S17 ns Ede and Aue 
* 1 ſooner far ** 5 | 
The. Poles. and Agrees... 7 


Wa ature be forgot: 3 
Wolves gr with Lambs, 51 Vultures rooſt with _ 


Doves. - 
The Wretch that — fd drm only >: 


The Viper n 194 
To hate eteznally, thy Race, and thee. 
"ow 6 | Fe EA IPs erial Ca) 4. 
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1 . He ves i . 
abe it hurts m 
ee * 
„ the Propheteſs of Woe,” 
benzin In at Hand: 
7 Wl * TIN SOD Hos 
. eee l 
Be ribb'd vih Iron. for this one AIST? 2 


ope thy Slufces, ſend che vig tous 
Theo 8 17 2 Limb for my Relief; 

en within iet Cell, 

For thou malt drum no 3 * 5 « 

Duron Den Sehafiam. þ 

3124 B 4 His 


of J Is * 
=. 
o 
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WW 4 | 
S8 _ The BrAUur rss of 

His mounting Heart bounces apainft my Hand, 
As if it would thralt off kis mani? Sul. 
| Dx YDEN's Cleomenes. 


My lab'ring Heart, that ſwells with Indignation, 


Heaves to diſch its Burden; that once done, 
The buſy Thing fhall reſt within its Cell, 
And never beat again.  Rows' Fair Penitent, 


* Conſult your Heart, 1 
The greater Traitor far, that harbours Love * 
Beneath the Shew of Hate, JzrynLYs's Zain. 
Nis her Hand | 
1 ſeek : Hearts are Girls Gifts to School-boy Lovers. 
; 21 Hill's Merope. 


| E * Pour your Heart before him; 

The Heart has a peculiar Eloquence | 
To plead the Cauſe of Love. Francs': Eugenia, 
- Sure my Heart's my own. Each Villager 

Is Queen of her Affections, and can vent f 
Her arbitrary Sighs, where · e er the pleaſes. 
| | ' Young's Brothers, 


HEAVEN. 


* Heaven, to whom all piercing Eyes lie open 
The moſt obſcure Receſſes of = Her | 
Is not to be deceiv'd by ſpecious Shews, 

And ne'er forgets the Murderer in his Wrath. 
EL. Haywood's Frederick D. of Brunſwick, Cc. 


* From:Heay'n you oft have told us ev'ry Bent 
And proper Tendency of Nature ſprings. 1 | 
Heavn knows not 1 Hou can it WP To-day 
Condemn a Paſſion Yeſter's Sun approv'd. 

| + Ears MiiLER's Mahomet. 


HELL. 


* 
« = "# ug 
* 


* 


* 
R %- 


@ 


8 
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Thy Lot will be | 
Fternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur, 
Viciflitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts. 
' Davpen's ard Line's Oedipus $ 


Each diſmal Minute, when I call to Mind 

The Promiſe that I made the Prince of Hell, 

In one and twenty Years to be his Slave, 

Of which near twelve are gone, my Soal rans back, 

The Wards of Reaſon into their Spring. 

O horrid Thought ! but one-and-twenty Years, 

And twelve near paſt ; then to be ſteep'd in Fire, 

Daſk'd againſt Rocks, or ſnatch'd from molten Lead, 

Reeking, and ing Piece-meal, borne by Winds, 

And quench'd ten thouſand Fathom in the Dee | 
Dunvpen's and , Duke of. Se. a 


Where am I now? the Brink of Life ; 
The Gulph before me, Devils to puſh me on, 
And Heav'n behind me, clofing all its Doors: 

A thouſand Years for ev'ry Hour I've * 
O could I "ſcape fo cheap ! But ever I ever“ 
Still ta begin an endlefs Round of Woes! 

To. be renew'd for Pains, and laſt for Helł !: 

Yet can Pains laſt, when Bodies cannot laſt? | 
Can earthly Subſtance endleſs Flames endure ? 
Or when one Body wears, and flies away, 

Do Souls thruſt forth another Cruſt of ? * 


© thou haft given me ſuch a : of Hell, 
80 puſh'd me forward, even a Chagies "Py" 
Thar bes Son. 
5 E m Abyſs, not 
| * Da rox“, 2 
| I ini ths & Centre, 
aaa; ag World; 
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Beheld the ſevere Judges of pale os, 

The Furies, and th' inexorable Kin | 

Beheld the molten Gold of ſtying 4 

That caſts a"diſmal Light and feares the Danna; 7 

* of Ghoſts, that ſtared with ſtony Eyes, 

naſh'd wich Iron Teeth, I there beheld, 

; 7 oſs 0 from the Banks amidſt the flaming Gold, 

And plung d by red-hot Tongs of ſhaky Furies. _ 
+ Dons dpppus and SRO ni 


bee Hel! fors wide -its adamantine » "ar 
See thro” the ſable Gates the black 1% 
In ſmoky Circles rolls its fiefy Waves: 
Hear, hear the ſtunning Harmonies of Woe, 72 bt 
The Din of rattling Chains, the Claſh of Whips, 
The Groans of loud Complaints, of piercing — 
That wide thro" all its gloomy" World reſound: 
How huge Megera Ralks! 'What ſtreaming Fires 
Blaze — — aring Eyes! What Ser * . 
In horrid Wreaths, and hiſs around her Head 1 
Now, now ſhe drags me to the Bar of Mio: : 
See how the awful Judges of the Dead _ 
Look ſtedfaſt, Hate, and horrible Dilmay : "W* 
See Minos turns away his loathin WEI 
Rage choaks his ſtr lng Word, 

oy > 


| 13 Te his, * | 
aſd: . 


i 


ww? give into your Hands a mighty} Bae, | 
But what I give, your Virtue mu ym 
Dangers will threaten,” but the Hero's Sout - 
Shines forth with e Luſtre when — 41 
11 Eu. fonnvow 's- — 
15 Thau an ee in A 1 
Love thare N m or Virtue, _ 
Lone en I 
| t 


— i 


* 


C 
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9 Ie is the, Faſk whigh levy 3 
To toil: for others, While the ſelves taſte leaſt | 
Of the unpumber'd Bleſſings they afford. 
Ex, Harwoop' D. . 


* The Hero works thro Storms his Wayto Glory, 
Virtue like pureſt, Gold is prov'd-in Fire. 
The ſinewy O his rough Metal fiexl'd, 001 
And Arms on Anvils ned?! 
With Heat and Strength harden'd the maſfy Bar, 
And cloath th' immortal Leader of the War by 
Arm'd with impenetrable Mail, the God 
Triumphant o'er gigantick Squadrons rode. 
Our Paſſions are the Legions: we ſhould 
And ſolid Virtue} 1s * 7 'd Keel. 


En, Jonson lese 
* When Diſcaltiesthreat, the Hero's Mind 
 Swells in Proportion to the menac'd Danger 


Fears and Diſtruſt, like Phantoms fly et bim, 5 
And vaſt Ambition takes up all his Soul. 


5 +4 


* 


ProwDE's ere 
"HONESTY... Cary? 
Powerful | Villainy firſt ſet it up” 155 ir 


For its own Eaſe and Safety: Honeſt Men 
Are the ſoft eafy Cuſhions, on Which Koaves 


Repoſe and fatten. Were all Mankind Vis, 


I hey'd ftarve each other: Lawyers would wantPraftice, 


Cut-throatsRewards ; each Man would kill his Brother 
Himſelf ; none would be paid, or hang'd for Murder. 
Honeſty ! "Twas'a Cheat invented firſt 
To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues = 
That Fools and Cowards might fit fate in er, 1 
Aud 1 i e above their Beten 
" OrwaY's Vale , 


| et 
1 Beal rom n0 Maw 3 would wor dt Thron 


we" 


= 


12 The BEAUTIES of 


To gain Admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, 

Or a Whore's Bed ; I'd not betray my Friend, 

To get his Place or 1 I ſcorn to flatter 

A n-up Fool above me, or cruſh the Wretch be- 
neath me. - Orwar' Venice Preſerv'd. 


* An honeſt Man with pious regards 
And bleſſes all Occurrences Fear Wi 


The Plealing Aſpect of his Country's Welfare. 
Lzw18s's Philip of Macedon, 


The Man who. pauſes on his Honefty 
Wants little of the Villain, Marr Timoleon. 


Thus unſuſpecting Honeſty betrays 
3 
the 's r 
l  Havard's nn. | 


* Honeſty 
A Nane ſcarce echo to a e Fg ' 
Attend the ſtately Chambers of the Great 
It dwells not there, nor in the trading World : 
Speaks it in Councils ? No, The Sophiſt knows 
Tb langh it thence. 0 id. 


| 


; Are we poor? 

'Be Honeſty our Riches. Are we mean, 

And humbly born ? The gue Hlaatt Hake ws noble. 
| | Marrzr' Alfred. 


en HO NO UR. 

his { Honour: is the verieſt Moantebank ; 

It fits our Fancies with affected Tricks, 

And makes us freakiſn. What a Cheat muſt that bez 
Which robs our Life of all their ſofter Hours ? 


Beauty, our only Treaſure, it lays waſte ; 
8 over our negleRed, Youth, 


: 
To 


the Eo L1SuST * = 14 


To the deteſted State of Age and U * 
Tearing our deareſt Heart's Deſire from 241 
Then in — of what it —— . Mom A 
Our Joys, our Hopes, our WI Delights, 
Ee ty pay yo us old with Pride, X 

Poor Shifts ! {ill to be proud, and never Mod 


Yet this' is all your Honour can do for y 
_ RocugsTa®' Valutivien. 


W a 1 Fit of Virtue in the Sol, 
A painful Burden, which great Minds muſt bear, - 
Obtain'd * Danger, and poſſeſs d with Fear. 
n s Indian 2. 


He was a Man 
That liv'd up to the Standard of his nn 18 / 
And prized that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth : 
He'd — have done a ſhameful na but once; 
Tho' kept in Darkneſs from the Wo z, 
— not have forgiven it 01 
2 « Orphan, 


Lot Hose aaa, „ I'll ſtand the i taking Gi, ; 
And when the bladder'd Air would 

I'll caft in Love, ſubſtantial pond*rous Love, 

Eternal Love, and hurt him to the Beam. | 


Lee, Clos, ' 


1 6 Tamia, will not bear a Soil. 
-Dxvven's Don Schaften: 63 


Hi groin -e ll an mrs I 


- But weigh it out in mercenary Scales : | 
The ſecret Pleaſure of 2 On. Wks...) hs 


in tho great , N i. 


What is the vain fantaſtick Pageant Honour? 
This buſy angry Her that ſcatters Diſcard 
Amongſt the mi mighty rinces of the Earth, 
And ſets the ding Nations in an Uproar ? 
| RowsE's Ulyer. 


Hondur's a ſacred Tie, the Law of Kings, 

The noble Mind's diſtinguiſhing Perfection, 

That aids and ſtrengthens Virtue where it meets her, 
And imitates her Actions Where ſhe is not: 

It is not to be ſported with. Apn150w's Can.. 


 Honour's a fine imaginary Noon, 
That draws in raw and unexperienc d Men 
To real Miſchiefs, while they hunt a gona * 
__. 
| Timophanes Nt is the Honour ae but 


But Fear of a Diſcovery ? peur o Shame? 
Tis this reſtrains the Pleaſure of the Fair 4 
When urg'd by Nature, when. by Wiſhes warm'd 
She languiſhes to Dotage for Enjoyment, 
Cleors, It can do more; deſpiſe the Baits of Power, 
N cho Grandeur court t to its Ruin. 
MIN Melt. 


*. What is this Honour 2. bas 296.1 lan 
What is it? "Tis a filly vain Opinion, 
That hangs but on the Rabble's idle Breath. 
For them we court it, er by them tis ſcorn'd. 


* When Honour once is ſully'd 
Not weeping * Tears can waſh it clean. 


. Tuourson Aue, | 
** 
* Honour, the aden 8 here unknown, 
Lends but a length'ning Shade, to ſetting Virtus: 


Honour's - 


dn 9 ” 
® * 


te Ene 1 1a rA E. 125 | 


Honour's not Love of Imocence but Pr 1 
The a 1 N not Fo 1 of Sin! 
Hax, A. 
Mn 4 : Sn hen 
| „Besen i by | the World bat ill defin'd | 
The plighted Oath, or the contracting Word. 
Strictly maintain'd: No, tis an hear v'nly 1 
Impregnating the Soul —ſecret ie acts, W's f 
Unconſcious of all Motives but its ohn! Wanne 
Equal to Gods and Men, it forms its Laws, . 
And den E t Kife—fram 60s unalter'd Cauſe, 
_—_ Havard's Regulus. 


©. Theres, my Lord, an Honcar the calm Clita 
Of Reaſon, of Humanity and Mercy, | 
Superior far to this punQilious Demon,'' 
That firigly minds itfelf, and oft ire, | 
With Proud barbarian Niceties the Worec. 
Tnoursox' Tancred and Sigi/munda. 


* Honour, my Lord, is. much too roud to catch 
At every ſlender Twig of nice Diſtindtions. 2544 
Theſe for th' unfeeling Vulgar may do well: 4 
But thoſe whoſe Souls are by the nicer Rule 1 
Of virtuous Delicacy only ſway'd N 1 
Stand at another Bar than that of Laws. \ * | 


* You ſhall be told with what unſhaken'Spiric | FT 
He ſacrific'd his Fortune to his Honouut. 
That Honour is your. Portion. Tis a Treaſure 
Py by honeſt Arts in Time of Peace, 

And midſt tha Spoils of Wes * of nobleſt Weeack 


That crowns & di 
9 Wen * Elie ji, 


CT z* 


„ Honour commatdy ul privte Ties thould yield 
To publick Gove. ot  Virgmas" 
= 44 


p 2744 ; | HOPE. 


— 
— 


16 


* 


Muſt weary 


- The —— 
HOP B. 8 ant! 


reel 9 1 1 
Hope's a Lover's Staff; walk hence wich that, 
And OP it againſt deſpairing Thoughts. 
 SHAKESPEAR'; two Gent. of: Verona, 


are like happy Bloſſoms fair, 
mil inc Fee 2 will ſay * 
Bun, Jonn son“ . 


apply y Proſpect feeds the E 
en e the Bro, 


Shortens the Diſtance, or o'erlooks it quite, 
So eaſy tis to travel with the Sight. 


DR rod“, Lirtaguebe, 
2 is the fawning Traitor of the Mind, 0 
„While it e eee ein, 0 
Rods ut of gur Vir „e wer 


os tne xo ED Conflantine. 

5 * Incxorable Maid 
net gs allow it but'a Dream ; 
ure be denied to ſlee 1 

Or ev'n Der, leſt our Dreams de al RY 

+: long ds [4G | 


ry 


Alas for __ Man, . when left to as, 
rant Weight of wakei 
To * d Reaſon ! how I envy 


Who purchaſe N at.leat-Repoſe, N. * - 


. W, Hope | 


oo ih 8 


Call up your b b a = 
And Hope the we Ren : 
Tocher the Wretch, ànd 1 73 5 is _ 


Nor can he fink ſo low, but Hope will find him: 


The pleaſing ProſpeQ.0f-a better De 
Shure, bs the 7; of Life, er BL IO 
Havans' er. 


2 
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the ENG STA. 1 


Come ſinil Hope divine Illuſion ! eme 
In all thy Pride o Triumph: o'er the Pangs 
Of Miſery and rr ö The Regicide. 


2 * an, borrw's only c 

Has yet a du 4 of] 1 

nm nn lalls. 
2 Ty eee l, 


0 Hope, "ſweet Flaterer, whoſe deluſive Touch 
Sheds on Minds the Balm of Comfort, 
Relieves the Load of Poverty, ſuſtains 
The Captive, bending with the Weight of —. 
And s the Pillow of Diſeaſe and Pain, 1 | 
Send back th' exploring Meſſenger with Joy. 
And let me bl dl cs oo tht Fiend - EI 

1 : . 1 


3 T2 778. $1.7 


Ao W Wir 


e e e | 

Our baleful News, and at each Ward's 1 Ko 
Stab Poniards in our Fleſh, till all were told 
The Words would add more Anguiſh 

| Wounds.” e | Me 

N 5 2 

Methinks we ſtand. on Ruin; Nature ales 
About us; and the univerſal Frame's 44 ONS 
So looſe, that it but wants another Paſh- | 
To leap from its Hin 124.3 4&4£ - 
No Sen to e on a bloody Glebe 2; ed. 
That rolls above; ” bald and Wien Five B ** 
Hiz-Face o'ergrown with Sear for no Sun ſhines, .: 

ng | 


But a dim win in the Skies, 30> ) | 
That and en ag his romp lia, 

To glimmer thro' the Damps. Therefore the Seaſons 
Lie all confus d, and by the Heav'ns negtected, ' 2 
Forget themſelves: Blind Winter 6 7 


_— * 


*. 
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In his Midway; and ſeeing not his Livery, 
Has anden him beadloag back. 5 
Datoun' : G 


Sare „. the End of all Things! Fate haz torn | 

| The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 

4 The ghaſtly Ball of round Eternity? 121 

| Call you theſe Peals of Thunder but the Yawn- 

N Of bellowing Clouds? By Jove, they ſeem to me 

| T The 9 3 J laſt Groans | oak rod I. a5 aged 
| ame 

' Are its laſt Blaze! The Tapets of the Got » 

The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen 6 71 

And Chaos is at Hand! 26. 

| Did ever dl, wb or Day ſhew, aught liſt this 7 

. Anſwer, ers divine ! Spare all this, Noiſe 

5 This Rack of Heav'n, and f your fatal Pre 

5 

| 


* 


I chat the Glow-worm Light of human Reaſon 
Mi . Knowledge, 

And cope with Gods, why of hs m of Nature ? 
Why do the Rocks ſp plic and why rolls the Sea ? 


Why theſe r Plagues on _ 
| a 23-45 W 1 4 1 4 1 Fx 1-0 + . 


it (3 2 28 4 1 Lite: 4 27 "4 


FE Vera af e f orror * 
Sc chro my Eyes, and chill'd my very Heart : | 
The chewfeF Day was every where ſhut ious 
Wich Care, and le moe thaw Midn — | 
Such as might cm de felt: A few. dim ei ©. 
That feebly liſted up their ſickly Heads, 
Look'd faintly thro! the Shade; — iofom * 
More diſmal by ſuch While thoſe that waited 
In lem Sorrow, mix with wild Argen, 11 
11 N A rer 2 N 
1  Rowe'r Anbitions ue. r 
4 Sure, 9 8 
1 —— 


* 
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\ 
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1 
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Some ruling Bend hagge in dhe i 1s tf 

And ſcatters Ruin, Death and L iſtraQio Wir, ” 

o all the key Race of Mew below. 
Rows's Tamerlane. 


— funtiltie Ferns of Niſhe, - 
In all your Aifferent dreadful —_— ——. 
e you ea ae 


* . „ e 

0 UNib's.” wy ts Jt | b 
rr 5 Boe ry 
Seck aan i BY lk 


Tu : drow BE the 1 1 1 4 


By — 
My Hound; ara b 


So flued, ſo N 


Each undes 
Wa gr", | 
T 5 


1 ico om 


1 4a - » SHAKESBEAR $9 


. dus ds Wied a 
ke Tyan Ang. (anded, a the, Sars, 1 


Like Ty 
ted r 


N 


rn 


* 


eee 
rivet, with the Sport, as ne iu In 

We ran like Winde and ma $ was our Cours; 
Now ſweeping oer the Summit of 2 Hill; 


- 4 C 2 
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#4 Sotho 


0 eee ws - - 
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1 Me BTAUTI ES of” 


His * and his diſſembled Joys. 


Home is the ſacred Refa our Life, 
I thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no Doubt, 


— -Clamours our Privacies uncaly make, 


Chains that are d muſt needs uneaſ * 
For there's « F 4 


2 cleaving e & 


The Precp a full oe: 8 . k 
reci we n ale r 
2 RY n LIE“ mn. 


RUS BAND % r 


Mens Eyes are not i ſubd, to. perceive . br n 
Mx inward Misery: I bear my Grief 
Hid from the World. How am I wretched then ? 
For aught I know all Huſbands are like me, 
And ev'ry Man I talk to of his Wife, | 
is but a well Diſſembler of his Woes, * 
As lam. - BzaunonT': Ai 2 


Few know what Care > Huſband's Peace deſtroys, 


Daros Jodian MT. 


| What chi be ber thai hr JH eier 
Thither for Eaſe and ſoft Repoſe we come. 


Secur d from all Approaches but a Wife. 
None but an inmate Foe could force us but. 75 190 15 


35] 
Birds leave their ' Nefts diftufb'd, and Beaſts their 
Haunts forſake. neee 


And yet t of Marria Bands Tm grown 
Love ab all Ties Por thoſe that are his on: 1 


Liberty in Love. Did. 


| Sure of all Hs able Go ety" o 544 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, Iz 
Like Hereulrr, envenom'd Shirts we ee. ; Av 


: 7 
Nr ] g 8 * "+ 4+ 17 1 
8 41 
ür ien 1135 
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the ENI S'TAGs, a 


N Secrets of Marriage ſtill are ſacred held, a 1 
Their Sweet and Bitter by the Wife conceal'd.. . 
Errors of Wives reflect on Huſbands RE 


4 > A 
And when divulg'd, proclaim th ve choſen ill, -_ 15 
And the — — ower of Bed and Throne, 4 
Should always be mai ſhown. 


atain'd, but rarely 
1998 Daran eee 5 ; 

Would 1 had never marry d, for now, methinks | « | 
I've bound up for myſelf a Weight of Cares; © r 
And how the Burden will be borne, none knows : 7 WF 
A Huſband may be jealous,” rigid, falſe, "MS 4 


And ſhould Cafalio e er prove fo tome, 1 
So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Lore 

Twoald ruin and diſtract my Breaſt for ever. 12 
| 14 1 <a; » .Orway': Orphas,./ 
There's no Contigon fure ſo'curſt as mine 

I'm married ! Death ! I'm f 


! how like a 
Look'd Heyeules thus to « Dita chad. 2 


Pulſe beats to the 
would quench a generous lame” 


Arms, | 


— 


22 ere of 


With $ gling r 

* you Rear Ks gin and nei s aloud. 
Sonkfs'tinfelPd Harneſs gild 

And the * #'down-hill GreenFword Fields.” 

But, | 


(Our Sun — and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pain we zug chat galling Load a Wife. 
All Courſers n DOE, e 1 
Nie 1s. on. 
| S181. .Þ ONGREVE' 5 Os — 


Are we not one? Are we not join d by Heavn? 
| Each interwoven with the other's Fate? g 
Are we not mix d like Streams of meeting Rivers, 
Whoſe blended" Waters are no mgre diſtinguiſh'd, 
- — roll. into r =" F. | 
(Lg Sh hott! 23 n owa, Bair Penjtent 


Fes, aud the Will of ur idlperiois Rulers, * 
May bind -ewo:Badies in one wretched Chain; A | 
3 e — Rs 
So re in a foreign 
Stands Garg Shore, and ſends his Wi e back 
To the dear native Land from whence he came. 


Aue Ar 


What rue atone the Noot of Lie. 7? 


: 1 alc, 7 _— 


When Soilutthar hood dd gre owl th nn 7 
To have one common Object for their Wiſhes, 
Look different Ways — each-other,. 
Think what a Train of Wretchedneſs nah F 
Love — rp — Bed. 

N unquiet, 1 

37 Andevery Day full be Day of Cares. þ Bid. 


* 1 7 
Streams: 


14 mingled Bells Nike 1 
you divide the Waters Dies POR * K. 
_ And reunite them to their former Currents ? Wy 


tbe ENI SAE. 


Can you. command the 91 a 
When the Sun leaves + Our te, ee 
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THOMPSON” s Tanred and & if. 
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ypocrify's ſo much che Pede g 


75 is no knowing Hearts from Words or Looks. 


Thieves, Bade, and Pand 
' * n wear we ly * 


D 
"py « mie Openteſfor bore OR 
— StnEYe T : 


7 
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"thy W 8 
at Me WV 7 . 
50 * appear Impo hays * 2 1 


Faancrs' f e. 1 
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_ 


24 Tie BZAurizEs of 


Oh what damn'd Minutes tells he o'er, 


Who Yoats, 299 __ ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves. 
1 * Laer ia Otbella. 


- Think i I'd make a Life of Jealouſy, 
To follow ſtill the Changes of the Moon. 
Wich freſh Suſpicions ? No, to be once in Doubt, 


Is orice to be refolv'd, .. * 
— 2 Tis not to make me jealous ASS 


To ſay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves 9 , 
Is free of Speech, ſings, plays, and dances w 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from my weak Merits will I draw 

The F Fear or Doubt of her Revolt, 
For ſhe had E 15 and choſe me. No, Jago, 

_ Tl ſee before I doubt; when I * prove. Did. 


1 1 40 her kaggardl | 
Tho' that l . Tel were m ae II 


' I'd whiſtle her off, and let Gow the Win 
Tao prey at Fortune, 


-— — 


10 — 


Are to the Jealous Con 
As Proofs of Holy Writ. 


Villain! be fue thou prove my Lore s Wees; 
Be ſure of it, give me the ocular Proof, s 


= 
Or by the Worth of my eternal Soul, ._ ——- 
Thou dit much better have been born a Dog 
Than anſwer my wak'd Wrath, = = —- = 


Make me to ſee it, or at leaſt ſo prove it, 
That the Probation bear no Hinge, no 
TEAS a Doubt on, or Woe upon thy . 


Tf thou doſt flander her and torture me, | 
Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe ; kJ 
On Horror's Head Horrors accumulate ; _ 10 


— 


5 


the ENGLISK STAGE. 6 


Poiſon or Fi or ſuffocating Steams, | 
III not endure it. "Weald 1 wee Ralty'd. 1 


What ſhall i ſay, where's SatifaQtion,.. * 
It is impoſſible you ſhould fee this. 


yet | 
If Im and Circumſtances,: 
Which lead deftly to 8 Door of Trath,. . 


Will give you Satisfaction, you might hat. 4 


Now do I fee tis true. Lok ken. Fog 

ren "op 
15 JON. 

Ariſe, black Vengeance, from thy hollow. Hell, 


- I 


N 8 * 
o tyrannous Hate 
For tis of Aſpicks Tongues. * 
What could ſt thou propoſe 
Leſs1o thyſelf than incthis Heat of Wrath, 2 / 


n I ſhould ſtrike 
"Yor. II. "©: © - 


| 26 De BEAuTLIES 97 


. = into 2 with as many Stabs, 20 oC 
As thou wert gaz d upon " goatiſh Eyes? | 104 
BEN. Jounson's Folpane. 


| If you doubt 
My Chaſtity, why lock me up for ever. 3 
Make me the Heir of Darkneſs, let me live 
Wie I may pleaſe your Fears, if not your Tre” 
Da vous n . 


Small Jealouſies, 'tis true, inflame Det. 
The Great not fan, but un put out * * ire. 15 3% 
| Ii. 


How frail, ba PP is Woman's Mind! [ 


, * 
9 


* 


We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind; 
And glitt' ring Swords the Proghteſt Eyes will blind: 
Yet when ſtrong Jealouſy inflames the Soul, 
The Weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts roul;, 
LEV Aland. 


3 greater Care the higher Paſſion ſhews ; 
We hold that deareſt, we moſt fear to loſe. 
Diſtruſt in Lovers is too warm a Sun; 5 

But yet tis Night in Love when that is 
And in thoſe Climes which moſt his Seochng knoy, 

He makes the nobleſt Fruits and Metals grow. 


; Darpzx 's Congueſt of 4 


Ab! why « are not the Hearts of Women known ? 
-Falſe Women to new Jo ys unſeen can move 
There are nc Prints left in the Paths of Love : 
All Goods beſides by public Marks are known, 
But that we moſt defire to keep has none. 
No Sign of Love in jealous Men remains 
But that __ fick 6 Men have of -Life, their Pains. 


l 15 ' 6K *1> 5 
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O; n Heav'n, Plagie”' rs 2 


DD 9 9n 

That . can ſuffer. Root up my Poſſeſfons. 
Shipwreck my far- ſought Ballaſt in the Haven. 
Fire all my Cities burn my Dukedoms Jowh f 1 
Let Midnight Wolves howl'in my. Deſert Chamber! 
May che Earth yawn! ſhatter the Frame of Nature ! 
Let the wreck'd Oxbs irlwinds ro 975 mqye ! 
But ave me from the 2 Rigs bf .of alous ore! 9 
N. Fit R Ceſar, Burgja, 1 


Land reigns a very Tyran it in my Heat, 192 124 1 


IC 11 35 Oda 


Attended on his Throne ths all bis Guard 32 
Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Sufis, "a+ 
1 . + I, _ OTwar't Or ar. 


oY Fi. Vt: . Si nase 1 
Jeatouy is a noble Crime; 
Tis the « high Pulſe of P in a Fever; 
A * W but ſhews a burning Thirſt. 


Da rb EN ; dmpbittion. 4 


To 46abt's u me e foſpert a Fend c οο T 
Is Breach of F 5s Be Jealouſy'y a Seck 2A 
Sown but in vicious M $3 Fonte To * 
W 7 2 FIST ob Lok 

Laxzngwy' : Heroiek Lowe. 


9 ' thou Bane of pleaſi Priendſhi 1 
Thou worſt Invader of our tener ing Fri 22 , 
How does thy Rancour poiſon all our math og 

And turn our gentle Nature into Bitterneſs | : 

See where ſhe comes! Once my Eyes deareſt — 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her ode | 
Loath t t known" Face, and ficken to behold it, 
. | "ROWE s re 


| -Aonitfed Jealouſy 
O - wild, and — Fien 
Blindfold it runs to — I 


91 49 2 


or there is none ſo deadly. Poubly — 
Be all Gy cap Bol who gire lte. 
Ag) See yo I 


1 — * Qui bu k 
Shall fit ere your Heart, pinch it with Pain, 
ert e 
of you I am not jealous; Uri 
Tu my own Indeſert that gives me Fears, 
And I Boggs > where . 
I doubt and envy all Thin bes + 


Not a fond Mother of a for onl Child; 
Beholds with fach kind — 11 pr 
he's not 


Meere. * all che ambient Air 


Deb 


ſhrowds it in ber Ama: 


Sach is unpitied anxious Care for 
7 x Gre ag hon 


Inns i Suh oder. e ha 


To thee 3 thou Conflagration of. the Soul! 
Thou King of [orments | Thou grand 


all ſpire. | 
For =p 


the Ene L184 STAGE. 29 
leon that yellow Fiend hath dipp'd mop) 


And a "twill no more. iT 
mM Tight | 1 


| I, whoſe Life 
Was bound wk thine, by 
2 Beauties all my own, have 
ondly aid $00 cloſe.. . * 


Hence — thou fatal lyi Fiend, 
Thou falſe of our 22 | | 
| Cu, Jounzon' s Sultangſs, 


to ſecure 
'd the Dove 
1d. 


* This Jealouſy's a a, tis a Monſtet 
Tu- Mer g. b A # Monet. | 
| Lywas's Philip of Macedon, 


If onee BEE Seats pts, 


And 9 too late we then believe 
Too late repent, and too ſeverely grierte 
The fatal Error we enn ne er fetrieve,. 
e \ 1 2414 2 17 © Bid. 
* This, this has thrown a Serpent to my Hei; 
While it oro d with Teiiderneſs, with Jo, 1 * 
With all the $Sweetneſs of exulting Lose? 
W and burning Poiſon. 


.. THoMPSON's bende. 


3 * [5 x Woman's Vert; Lo * 
An injur d. jealous Woman's to be lighted ?! 
Weale in the Field, unable to contend | 8 
With warring Hoſts, we fink, e unnery a, * 


But when we fecl the Pings of command | 


CE aaa, * | 


C3. 
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Let he wrong Doer ſtand aghaſt, and know, 

Not the red Fire from Jove's unerring Hand 

Strikes mor than a Lem Woman's. Rage 
. Cn. JoHNsON's Medea. 


* Oh my tortur'd Breaſt ! 
It burns Iten thouſand Scorpions * my Boſom ! 
All other Exils intermit and feel | 
Some Interval of Eaſe. 2 Dingen (ba a 
—— But the forſaken Lover's Pangs re remain | 

A laſting and'unatterable Pain; 

There Angef, Fear, Diſtraction, Horror, Rage 
The torn tumultuous Soul at once engage, 

Forlorn like me, for ever doom'd to prove 


(Relentleſs mY the Pangs of jealous Love. Bid. 


| YS87%\* (ol 1 jay 

Almighty Tyran t © an Min a U 
Who can't at Will unſettle the calm Brain, 0 1 YT 
O'erturn the ſcaled Heart, and ſhake the Man 5 
Thro' all his Frame with Tempeſt and Diſtra&ion; 
Riſe to my preſent Aid: Call up thy Powers, * 4 
Thy furious Fears, thy Blaſt o dreadful Paſſion, -__ 
Thy White, Snakes, mortal Stings, Gy Hoſt of Fw: 


_ 4 whole Wat againſt him, and compleat "7; 
y purpos'd Vengeance, Euridice. 


O Jealouſy ! thou mercileſs Deſtroyer, 
More cruel than the Grave | what Ravages 14 
| ou "by * War make in the NN Ls, Wa” 
| ; 


* „uss The Thirſt of Fame, tha noble Zeal 
of Daring 
Which ſtill inſpires the brave Pilleen Youth,” Ng 
Our's, and the World's great Lord, to prend his 
Conqueſts. 
Burns not more ſtrong chan Jealouſy in Woman. 
"Ws Craterns. 
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Cra oo Beware, Fair\Princeſs, of : hn $i rs, 
Paſſion, | 
Nor ſeek with prying Ryes to 3 wes wk 
If true diſtracts, if falſe condemns the Search. = 
The fatal Plagues of over cufious Tranſports, 
Of which eac & Day's Exper 's Experience gives {ad Proof, 
Betimes ſhould warn thee, from the treacherous P: N 
Which Jleads atbeſt to Knowledge, belt unfound, | 
The Man who tells me that my ove is falſe 20 b. 
May mean me well, but ro robs me of my diet. 
- FRowDe*s Philotas. © 


© 0 Jealouſy! thou moſt unnatural Offsprin 
Of a too tender Parent! that in Exceſs - 


Of Fondneſs feeds thee, like Ax Pelican, as open, 
But with her pureſt Blood; in Return 
Thou tear f che Boſom, whence thy Nane Hows: —_— 


* Jealouſy, ſaid'ft thou ? I diſdain it — No — 
Diſtruſt is poor, and a miſplac d Soſpicion 
Invites, and Juſtijes the Falſchood car d. 5 

Hirt : Zara. * 


. {2 Kn! {% 


ven, 


The Huſband's Hozour whom his Wike nor loves e 
HILL Alzira. * 


* Lovethas. no- Power ths when, waa oy * 
louſr. id. 


* Let Wives MIT of foul Suſpicion” S LOG % A 
It is a coward Serpent, which immur d 122 
Preys on its Breeder i in a WOT Pain. 1 

6, _ SHIRLEY's 2 7 0 


* 8 a wa Elm the 1 : 
Twines its green Chain, and poiſons what —_ 
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32 The BravrTins'of | 


Not leſs injurious to the blooming Shoots 
Or growing . is fickly Jealouſy. 
Mason's Eifride. ; 


az ® ds Tae cos one Ki 
SuſpeR the Man he loves? Ambition ſhall be Virtue, 
And Treaſon ſeem Ambition. Then, my Lord, 
All other Paſſions have their Hour of thinking, 
And hear the Voice of Reaſon. This alone 
Breaks at the firſt Suſpicion, into Frenzy, 


And ſweeps the Soul in Tempeſts. 
— 7 os 


Thon, O, Jeal 
Invok'd, ariſe from thy profoundeſt 
(To no mean Scene of Horror art thou call'd) 


Ariſe, and with thee bring thy Kindred Fiends 
Revenge and ape ni | a Did. 


Diſtil her Bane to 3 
Light up Reſentment ! thr gr A fa . 
With au Surmiſe, Hints, i 9 1 

: E i 


That knit their Sus? re, 
IMPRECATIONS. bie FALSK00D.| . 


Rival. 


Let Heav'n kiſs Burch, now let Nature's Hand 
Keep the wild Flood confin'd; let Order mm 4 
And let the World no lo N 1 Stage 
To feed Contention in a 
But let one Spirit of the firſt-born 18 ; 
Reign on all Boſoms, that each Heart being ſet 
An Du eh Fate e . 

ier 0 
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Hung be the Hea'ns with black, gild Day to 


Comets im to Thies wad States; 
Brandiſh their Treſſes in the Skies, 1 
And with them ſcourge the bad revolted Stars 
That have conſented unto Hl 's Death. 


SHAKESPEAR's Ha VI. Part 166 
Let 1 brand thy hated Name: o 
Lett 1 ſtart: 7 


And bluſhing Virgins when read our Annals, 

Ski 135272 e E thy gs. 
blots the noble Work. 

| SHAKESPRAR'/ Troilus and Creſffda. - 


Blow Winds and crack your Cheeks, rage, blow, 
To Cataracts and | 
— — drench'd our drown'd the Cocks, / 

and thought- Fires, © | 
ven urriers of Oak-cleaving Thunderbolts, 
Singe my whiteHead. And thou, all-ſhakin VIS 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity of the Welk 
Crack Nature's Moulds all Germains ſpin at once, 
That eee Man 
Sumarber aa King Line: 


Mi nk hore nad” | 
u e ou | 

To mae! Croiture fruitful: ag 
loo — convey Sterility, n 
nber the Orgiuts of Increaſe, f 
401 rom her de Body never ſpring 

A Babe to houdur her. If fie muſt t 
Create her Child of Spleen; Get racy Hrs 
And be a thwartdiſhitur'd Torment to her; 

Let it ſtamp Wridkle&in' her Brow of Youth, 
Wich cadent Tears, Ne ChE Me Oath 
Turn all her Mother's Pairs and Betiefits,  - 
9 $75 . 
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. me, you 80 N 
Blow me th in fade roaſt — in Sul -* 2 


Waſh me in ſteep: down Gulphs of liquid, — To 
* SHAKESPEAR” 5 Othells, 


3 


WEE {3 i 25 


That 1 could reach the Axle, where the Pins are 

Which bolt this Frame; that 1 might pull em out, 

And pluck all into Chaos with myTelf 2 

Who n not fall with all the World about him? 
E. Jonxson“ ane, 


Oh hear ap Hedy'n?! TI fpeak it tho' I burſt, 
And tho“ the Air had Ears, and ſerv'd the Tyrant, 
Out it ſhould go; O hear me, thou great Juſtice, 
The Miferies that wait üpon his HORS: 
Let them be numberleſs, let no Eye pi _ im, 
E'en when his Soul is loaded, and'in ur, 
And wounded thro' and thro' with Guilt and Horror, 

Then whey his monſtrous Sing. tee —— ſhake 

; Im, 11 
And thoſe Ryes that had forgo Heav'n' wou'd look 
N wards'; | 
The * of Conſcience fill, Kill beating ; 
Let Mercy fly, and Day ſtruck into;Darkneſs, 


OT his blind Soul to hunt gut her own Horror. 
Beaunonr' s Donde r 


5 Totes id Nee 8 

Leap from its Hinges; . fink the Props of ans, 
And fall = 1 to Fro the nether World. 
| Davpan' s Al 7 „ 


— 


Oh H chat as oft 12 at Py a « 2 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend pl 188 
So now in every Deed I might beholeſgg 
The pond'rous Earth, and all yond Marble Roof, 35. 
Meet like the Hands of Jove, and cruſh; Maokinds. " 
For all the Elements, and all the re a 
c nay, terreſtrial, * infernal,: 


4 L 


, 


— — 


the ENTE H ST A0 2. 38 


Conſpi ire che Rack of * out: cat Ociipus.* a Gd 
Fall Darkneſs then, and .cyerlaiting Night ; 91 
Shadow the Globe I May the Sun never n, 
The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb! 
And for a univerſal Rout of Nature 
IThro' all the inmoſt —— of a wo . 
May chere not „one ſtarry ay. 
ut Gods 2— — and 3 in the Dark ** 
hat Jars may riſe, and Wrath divine be-harl'd;. | 


W _ to Atoms: make the Tolid World. = 
Dar and Lee's Oe. 


Confaba and Diſorder ſeize the World. 
To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe amon Men ; ew 
Twixt Families engender endleſs Feyds, . 1. 4 
In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Nies, 1 306 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſms ; & 
Till all Things move againſt the Courſe of Wa. 
Till Forms diſſolv'd, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 
And the Original of Being loft. Orwar ; Orphan. © 


Final Deſtruſtion ſeize on all the World: L 


75 


Bend down ye Heav'ns | and ſhutting round tis Barth, 


Cruſh the vile Globe into its ſirſt Confuſion; 
Scorch it with elemental Elaines to one curſi Cindes, 
And alli us little Creepers in it, 1 H. 
Burn, burn to nothing ! But let Fenice b I 
Hotter than all the reſt: Here kindle Hell. 19 
Ne'er to extinguiſn; and let Souls hereaſter 
Groen here in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now: - 
1 : ; Orwar” $ Venics Projery 4.” AA i 


A1 Curſes on me, 
The Whips of Conſcience, and the 4—— of Pleaſure, 
Sores and Diſtem * Diſappointments, Plague me a 
May all my Life be e one continu'd Torment; Oo” a 
And that more racking than a Woman's Labour. 
t LSI“ I of Chous.- 


K , 4 0 
: Raio, 


go . 


8 ben in 
£ r* on the Tyranr's Head. 
ee conſume this curs d perfidious King. 
Coxcrxavs's 1 Bride. 


Fall then, © Mountains, 92 A. con. Sear? 
Caſt thy e 3 O Night! 
And Sole ann with ſable Wing for ever. 

: Rows's Fane Shore. 


Let me be branded for the publick Scorn, 

\ Twn'd fro,” ant anven der ths! © Bogmar 5 
Be friendleſs and forſaken ; ſeek my Bread 
Upon the barren, wild, and deſolate Wake”; 
Feed on Ins many Any Tray. 


. Blaf, blaſt her Charms, ome bloom-deftoying . 


Ann OR but let her's 
Know no Decreaſe, chat tment, - 
Lovers worſt Hell, may meet her warmeſt Wiſhes, 
And make her curſe e 


E. Haywood's Frederick D. ex- ... 


* O thou Almig ! awful, and 

Redreſs, rev — injur d Nation's 

2 75 e e . . Had wh... 
Ariſe u ay your Vengeance on 
Aa l back Dis gns, and let him fee! 


e vith which bi Country r 
MazTYN's Time/con, = 


O Heav'n, di ay thy awful Vengeance on him |. be 
© SINNER upon bis Eyes, | 


gf 


And Herron anc hiodiied: O let him lire 


Belet with Poverry, with Shams, and Terror, Pot 
Y * MazTYN':s Timoleed, 


- Curl be the Prottes accurs d her Charms ! 
Let livid Lightning blaſt them from above ! 4 
Diſtort her Features, harrow „ tn Grace, 

And make her Body odious as | 
Then for the Traitor Oh great 1 Bear * 
Goddeſs preſiding o er the nupti 

Thou too haſt known the Pang of i . Lore, 
Its cruel Tortures, agonizing 
Send down ſome choice, ſome mighty pe pon him} 


O give him Jealouſy ! — 
Sow fell lad folded Lover! 


Then let him feel the Torments that he. gives. 
aws Pe, 1 


» Ye righteous Gods, if Perfidy you hate, © 
Send down your ſwifteſt Vengeance on his Head, 
On hers, e cruſh'd in one common 154 


Togeties they find their Reward 1 

On ber may thy Contempt and 2 end them! | 
And when ſome ſudden, Death 
1 ſeize them, meditating future Wrongs, | 


ou headlong to thoſe dreary Plains, 


— 


their * Miſcreants how I in 


The Shades of — Heroes, as they paſs, | 
Shall gaze aloof with Horror once Pas, 


* If Powers divine ! ar oh) N 
Ye the Movements of this nether World. 
And bring them to account, cruſh, cruſh chat pen 


Who, Ann ee n 


38 "The Bravriess 


To guard their Rights; hall; for ® Graſp of Air, 
Or paltryOffice, te ell em to the For Pp 
2 MiLLER' 5 N 


au e rerdidon whelin | 
The profitate Sycophant!—May Heav'n exhauſt 
Its Thunder on my Head—may Hell diſgorge 
Infernal Plagues to blaſt me, Al 92 
To perſecute the Caitiff. 2 The A 


1 1⁰ 12 me wich this horrid Union, 27. 0 


Black as Adultery or damned Inceſt. 


May ye, the Minifters of Heav'n, — IC 
Nor ſhed your Influence on the guilty Scene = ge 
May Horror blacken all our Days and Nights! 
May Diſcord light the nuptial — and riſing. - 
From. Hell, may ONE > n in e howl 
Around th' accurſed Bed. 3 ae, * 


Nes. 8 


* 
SE, vw +4 


Cuſtom our native Royalty does awe, PE 
Promiſcuous Love is Nature's eldeſt Law: het 
Fer whoſoever the firſt Lovers were. 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond 2 0 ren 

And — -_ * re their Piet: 


 Davonn's Aare. if 


She is VETS wt mighty Love, ; 15 
I never offer d to obey thy LadwWW?W od 
But an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me, uy 
An unknown Hand, ſtill check'd my forward Joy 3 
Daſh'd me with Bluſhes tho' no Light Way near, 
That n became a Violation. Fits hem > 


ate ind?” aria”; Dn vpzy and L's O 


Murder and Inceſt 1 büt to bear en iiam's; z 
My Soul ſtarts in me, the good Centine! . 3 
tands 


. the EnGuisn STAGE. 89 
Stands to-her Weapons, takes the firt Arm. 


To guard me from 270m Coemes:- 6 „ 1riguator mort 
: rock laibsd —— d. 
By Help, I'd rather jo 
Embrue my Hands, u wy Fery Shoulders, 7 
In the Entrails of the Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable Act | 
Of damned Inceſt. +140 ator; I 26k Bid. 
- h ai od f 
i * Bajoy thy; Mother! $2] . 19% f 


What! violate with beſtial Appetite, 2 1 
The ſacred Veils, that Wrapp d Wer yet J 15 
That is not to be borne. | 


Now the baleful Off-ſprings der to Doe * 
In horrid Form they rank themſelves before me: 
What ſhall I call this Medley af Creation? 
Here one, with all the Obedience of à Son, 
Borrowing Focafta's Looks; kneels at my Feet, Rel % 
And calls me Father; there a ſturdy Boy 
Reſembling Laius, juſt as when I kill'd bien. ag 
Bears up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine. 1 8 
Cries out, how fares my Brother Oed 175 
What! Sons and Brothers ! Siſters, and Daught ghtcrs too too! 
Fly, all be gone ! fly from my whirling Brain: 
Hence, Inc Murder; ears ye bag Figores' ' 


O Gods! Gods ! anſwer. Is there any Mean? ; 
ne n ir WY B. 


* Nature would abhor 
To be fore d back again upon herſelf ; 
And, like a Whirlpool, ſwallow her own Streams. 
Did. 


71 „b leo viatr wol 
een! 0 ent: 90.1, cole} 
he 1 very Mention makes my inmoſt Soul 
he Gods are ſtartled in their 178 . 
And Nature ſickens at the ſhoc Sound. 1 2 
hoy brutal Wretch, thou — Monſter! ja 
9 


2 The BrAU rie of 


To break thro all the Laws, that early flow 

From untaught Reaſon, and diftinguiſh Man: 

Mix, like the ſenſelefs Herd, with beſtial Luſt ; 

Mother and Son, prepoſterouſly wicked: 

To baniſh from thy Soul, the Reverence due 

To Honour, Nature, and the genial Bed. 
Sr Phedra and Hifpolytus. 


Alafs ! I groan beneath 
che Pain, the Guilt, the Shame of i impious Love: 

I love ! alas, | ſhndb a the Name ! 

My Blood runs backward, and my faultring Ton 
Sticks at the Sound—1 e fighteous lee 
* was I born with ſuch a Senſe of Virtue ? 

Abhorrence of the ſmalleſt Crime, 
yet a Slave to ſuch impetuous Guilt ? 


— on me, Gods, your Plagues, your ſharpeſt 
Tortures, 


AMi& my Soul with an Thing but Guilt . 
20 50 br Galle ale *** 


O wretched Kin .o dreadful Fate! 
Enjoy thy Daughter ! violate the Bed 
Of thy own Son, {| ev'n from thy Bowels ? 
- Monſtrous Effect of hot and gloating Luſt ! + 
And you too cruel Gods, that could withhold 
Your ifted Bolts, ah ! why did you not ſtrike, 
ick drive me to the Center, e'er my Soul 
as ſtain'd with the accurs'd inceſtuous Act? 


Mann's Amaſic. 
-INCONSTANCY. Sur Foren. 2. 


How vainly would dull Moralifts i 
Limits on Love, whoſe Nite ee id Laws : _. 
E. 0 ould be 197 4 
Rove & he Bu © | Gren Dar cou 


9 


— > 


the Euere Star. 44 


I 's the that firſt or laſt 
Paints the whole Sex, Court Dita. 
Man therefore, was a Lord: like Creature nde, 


A lofty Aſpect given him for Command ; 
Eaſily ſoften'd, when he would betray : 
Like conqu'ring Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, . 


Where you are pleas'd to ravage for a while 
But ſoon you find new Co — 24.aok and leave 


The rav 112 14.43.09} auth 8 
ws nene 7 


0 cen Man! 


How will promiſe ! how will you deceive | 
| 5 „ mne 


INGRATITUDE, 


| She has tyd 546 
Sharp-tooth'd Unkindnefs like a Valture l. 
— black 2 her 
n 150 very Heart. 
- + SHAKRSPBAR'E may: all 


Wand, Dante, Fre ry fe 


Rumble thy 
Nor Rain, W 


Rou as the Winds, and as inconſtant too / 4 


—— - 2 
——f — - 


l 
' 
0 
+ 
1 
N 
: 
' 
| 


- — - _ Mr 
* — — — 
— — ee ee ee 
. * 


42. die BrRUr IS % 


Ingratitude ! Thou marble-hearted' Fiend, 


| More hideous when thou'ſhew'ſ thee i = * n, 


Than mung malt a Wide 


1 could ſtand abou W 
Under the Tyranny of Age and Fortune; l 
But the ſad Weight of Fi lngr tude F 
Will cruſh me into. Earth, 8 HAM/'S ban, 


Both falſe * faithleſs'! : 
Don near, ye wel -jom'd” Wiekedneſs, N Serpent) 
Whom 1 have in my kindly Boſom warm'd, 
Till I am ftung to Death, _Drvypen's 2275 Love. 


| My whole Life — 
Has been a golden Dream of Love — F riendibip, 
But now I wake, I'm like a Merchant rouz * | 
From ſoft Repoſe to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, | 
And all his Wealth caſt o'er. Ingrateful Woman ! 
Who follow'd me but as the Swallow-Summer, 
Hatching her young ones in my kindly Beams, | 

er Fatteries to my Morning: wake: 
But now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads ber Wings, 
And ſeeks the Spring of Car. 8 
1 


" © * vt 
aig] ttoq} LA tg! Ate" THT voi! 21 2 7 


! NOR: fan'd'the ſacred Na of Fiend 


And wor it into'Vikeaeſs :* 7-12 74 %“ 

With how ſecute à Brow, and tpecious Form, 5 a 

He gilds the ſecret Villain! Sure that Face' ne v9 

Was meant for Honeſty, but Heav'n miſmatch'd „ 

And furniſh'd Treaſon out with Nature's komp, 

To make its Work more ea) 

See how he ſets his Countenance for Peceſt „ 5 40 
_ 1001 

r a Lie before he MS: F 1 * Sole + 


W two ſuch ! 
Otthere's no further Name ! two ſuch to me! 
0 


e. 


the ENGL 1s STAO EF. 43 


To me, who lock d my Soul within your Breaſt; 
Had no Deſire, no Joys no Life, but n 


When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you nv 8 


In Dowry with my Heart: I had no Uſe, 

No Fruit of all, but yon; a Friend and Miſtreſs, 

Was all tbe World could give. O Cp “f 

O Dolabella! how could you betray t Fc 

This tender Heart, which with duiinſant'Bondncks: 1 

Lay lull'd between your Boſoms, and there — 1p 

Secure of injur'd Faith + I can forgive - + 

A Foe, but not a Miſtreſs, and à Friend » 019 { » & 

Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid Shape, 

Where Truſt is greateſt and the Soul reſign d. 

Is ſtabb'd wh ona an Guards. as of! 
et bs Borbaste Nes dae“ 


But 8 8 4 a in Kindneſs - 
Still . be leaſt n We moſt e tis given. 


ann "Dx xpen's Secret. Laue. 


18 oo the Bread Got eat, the Robe thou weat'f, 
Thy Wealth, and Honours, all. the pure Indulgence 
Of bim thou would'ſt deftroy ? | 
And would his Creature, nay, his Friend betray him ? 
Why then no Bond is left on human Kind; * 
Diſtruſts, Debates, immortal Strifes enſue LE | 
Children may murder Parents, Wives their e | 
All muſt be Wars, Rapine, and Defolation — 
WHEY Truſt and Gratitude no longer bind” © fr 

Daros Don ee, = 


80 ofm. pd, and ever; found o. true, * * ary ; 
Has given me Truſt, and Truſt has given me Means 
Once to be. falſe. for all...ñ ᷑ m1 


He truſts us both Mark ber! hell yo page 


A Maſter, who er Life and Empire 430 enn 
On our Fidelity ? Brant he is a et be fel 


=o 


a 


e 
In 


44 The BxAUuTIiss T 


That hated Name my Nature moſt abhors; © 
More, as you ſay, has loaded me with Shame, 
Ev'a with the laſt Contempt to ſerve Sebaftian : 
Yet more, I know he vacates my Revenge, 
Which by this Revolt, I cannot compaſs. 
But while he truſts me, *twere ſo baſe a Part, 
To fawn, and yet betray, I ſhould be hiſs'd 
And whoop'd'in Hell for that Ingratitude. bid. 


Too break thy Faith, 
And turn a Rebel to ſo a Maſter, 
Is an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth : 
The firſt revolting Angels Pride could only 
Do more than thou haſt done: Thou copieſt well, 
And keep' the black Original in View, 
Rows / Tamearlane. 


N | Baſe Ingratitude 15 
Is ſuch a Sin to Friendſhip, as Heav'n's , 
That ſtrives with Man's untoward monſtrous Wicked- 


; neſs, . | 
mad terre Rr, Rows's air Penitrat. 


It was not always thus: The Time has been, 8 
When this unfriendly Door, that bars my Paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off ip Hinges, 

o give me Entrance here: When this good Houſe 

as pour'd forth all its Dwellers to receive me; 
When my Approach has made a little Holiday ; 
And ev'ry Face was dreſs'd in Smiles to meet me: 
But now tis otherwiſe, and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 


' "Thats wal 6 Tis, wet af es 

Has thought 1 her deareſt Bleſſing, 

And mourn'd that live-long Day ſhe paſs'd without 
me: | a F 


When 


the Eels STAQGr 4g 


When pair'd, like Turtles, ok ral 

boa» hon rho bath he 

Inclining fondly ta me, ſhe has fworn, 2 54 

nm all the Worid beide. 
Now Je en. 


—— 
The dear Com y Days ? | 
am { 
Whoſe Arms were taught to grow und thes, 

And bind. thee to their Boſoms: Thus with thee, 7 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid? a | 
For ſure thou art the Siſter of our Loves, 5 q 
And nothing ſhall divide us. Now where are they ? | 
Ah ! where indeed? They ſtand aloof, 

And view my Deſolation from afar ! 
W 


* 


He that's ungrateful enn 
2 in him. 7 
3 H A, Y 


Filial Ingratieade,/ ” 
Is it noe as this Mouth ſhould tear his Hand, 957 
amm 1 N 
Snenntinend Binilens 
itude, that Sin of U 
Ad Vis N „once takes Root, Towne 
Baſe, grov'ling Crimes cling round its monſtrous 
Growth, NT 
Like Iry to old Oaks, to hide its Rottennek, 
Al hould unite to panith the ungrazefill 
OLE OR TIEN 2 
eee cu 
eh 0 * 2 14 2 op 2 IN. 


% 


And ſhake my Soul Jane empty in their Sight. 


46 Tie BEAUrIES _ 
cg ine eren * * 


* The Man who wears Inj uſtice by his Side ton? 
Tho' pow'rful Millions follow'd him to War 
Combats aint the Odds againſt high Heav'n. 

Havard's n 


l . ie chat acts unjuſtly ß 
Is the wotſt Rebel to himſelf, and tho no, 
Ambition's Trumpet and che Drum of Pow r 
May drowin the Sound, — rag will, one ne Day 


Speak * to An. 
Havana s King Charles l. 


INNOCENCE. 


What ſtronger Rreaſt:plate than a Heart untainted! 
| » Thee 3 is he arm nd, that has his Quarrel juſt ; * 
And he but naked, tho' lock'd up in Steel, 
Whoſe Conſcience with Injuftice is corrupted... 
+3 1}, + SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. 


Mealthy Men, , 

That have Eſtates to loſe, . conſcious Thoughts 
Are full of inward Guilt, may ſhake with n 
To have their Actions fifted, or appear r 
Before the judge: But we chat know ourſelves | 
As innocent as poor; that have no Fleece, 
On which the Talons of the griping Law 
Can ſure take Hold; may mile with Scorn on all 
That can 12 urg d againff us. 

3 BEAvUMONT” pant Carate. 


1 thank — Gods, no ſecret Thoughts reproach 
No; I ade challenge Heavy n to turm me outward, 


A general Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence, 
And conſcious Virtue i is allow'd ſome Pride. 


1 1 | Dx ypan's Ocdipes. 
See 


PH 


tbe Exeilisu STAGE. 1 


See. her my Friend hy is ſhe innocent? 

O let the Tengues of Angels tune that Word, 
When they ſpeak Comfort to deſpairing — — 
For there are Charms in ev'ry Letter there: | 
The very Winds in filent Reverence 2 of 
Muſt liſten to the Mufic of that Spand; nur ba 
And bear abopt the Accent of my ] ' =» 

et dos \ SOUTHERN, s Diſappointment. 


Lead on to Dungeons Horror, Chains, and Death: 
The Brave and Honeſt neverlſare ſurpria de 
If there's a Life to come the Good are bleſt ; 

And if there's none, all have eternal Reft. . 
Hic 1 Generous Conqueror, 


There u v0 Ce but in Innocence bs 44 
No W but in an honeſt Cauſe. 
Wr Fate Capua. 


75 

we only 5 with Innocence unſhaken, 
Haye food the Aſſaults of Fortune, now are happy : 
For tho? the worſt of Men by high — tent ; 
A while may flouriſh, and the beſt endure 
The ſharpeſt Trials of exploring Miſ 
Vet let Mankind from theſe Exam 
That powerful Villainy at laſt ſh 


10 


154 & © % 


wa 6. N 203 14 
10422 


2 Ban) «2 L 
And injur'd ie phos triumph in its, Turn, Si 70 
nbi Canto 3 TRAPP's Er 


protect the Goodneſs which themſelves 1 

Unguarded Virtue human Art dees, © 
Thi. men while th R xs bf 
 SmaTE's Phedra and Hime. 


ne 267 Nil on 1 Soul ſecure vanes . 
n native Innocence; or Grief, or Joy. 0 
Should make no deeper Prints than Air retains 5 
here fleet alike the Vulture and the Dove, 

Ang leave no Trace, FaxTON's Maran, 


The rightebus Gods that Innocence me Fu 
_— 


. 


- 


48 The BEAUTIES of: 
* Guiltleſs to deprecate my Father's Juſtice, 


That were to give up Innocence a Crime: 
Guilty to captivate his good ion, 
That were to Lade his 2 

No, let him — and wei 7 wo: oo 


And whom he t not pardon, 
| I — — 


" * I am arm'd with Innocence, 
Leſs bang ac n | 
That dad round Arriors. 8 44; 5 

1  Themiftoeles, 


® Againſt the Head which Innocence ſecures 
Turn'd | — the pow hl vain ; 1 8 
s white Jonxson' Irene. 


INSTRUCTION. 


| * Be careful of our Chiles ; Let them know | 
That to be Great they mi Good; 
3 ie erat their Courſe 
rou tempeſtuous ATE, | 
'Seaſon — cos auth with — 
Teach them to merit, not defire Dominion 
But above all, let Fortitade and r 
their Minds for Fortune a fi Teng 
That they in all Events may be the e. | us: 
E. Harwood": Frederick B. iel, 


A E ny N = 
Make not e 

Thy e all all; Dale ton kindly mix. 
Their Intereſt with thy own, and fix at 


Of wing Godlike Jaſtice. * 
whe * Ca. Jounon' Mates. 


r wt co OG 


MY! dj SS & 


OY 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 


* Clilia, I have beſtow d thee to thy Wiſn; 
Let not thy Wiſh be Neighbour to 5 
As ſome have prov'd it : There * of thy Ser, 1 55 
Who thro' the Glaſs of training Expedation 
Look for the Bleſſing, e er Enjoyment comes : 

That over—— then their Proſpect is no more 
But thro' Satiety's fiek Eye. 8 
Clelia, be thou as conſtant in the Race, 1. 
As thou waſt conſtant who ſhould ſtart with thee? 
And ſo regard your Huſband, hang oi ou love 0s 

Not for you ſhould obey him 


Becauſe you love om bad 8 
i Ping 55 
O Decius ! 


„ir N22, fhould raiſe thee to ber hi heſt Seryice 
| (As thou haſt Merit to expect her Honours 5771 

Serve her for Love of Rome, and not for 3: 

Let Glory be 7 ſecond Motive only, - 

Thy Co be ever iff and desk: q 

In Liberty's ce, fight conſtant, ſingle 

Die with her is — Life if you — 8 her; 

The greateſt Glory of a — Peo 
N Is to tranſmit that Freedom to their Chi 
Search out for hidden Werth —— and den 
The nobleſt Proſpect to a Reman Eye, 
Is Greatneſs, lifting Merit up to Fame. 
Let Falſehood be a — to thy Lipe: 105 
Shame on the Policy that firſt began * 
To tamper with the Heart to hide its NA. 
And double Shame on that inglorious Ton 
1 ſold its Honeſty and a Lie! 


| Be ready for all Chinyns tn F 
Be conſtant when | 


C1 


7 


go The BrauTiEs of © 


But never to the Wrong of ſuffering Merit ; 

Or thy own Virtue—— there may chance a Time 
. by refuſing Honours—— you molt gain chem. 

If thy Acres be well til'd 

Thou a Superfluity ; for Gold 

See it adorn the Temples of the Gods, 

But baniſh it your Coffers, and your Houſe : 

Let the vain-glorious, or the Villain hoard it, 

Who loves a Flatterer— or who ſells his Country — 

Be honeft Poverty thy boaſted Wealth ; - * 

So ſhall thy Friendſhips be ſincere, tho ede 
So ſhall thy 3 be ſound, thy eg. g 


bs - 


"Tis but Iofrudtion, all! Our Parents Hand 
Writes, on our Heart, the firſt, faint CharaQers, _ 
| Which Time, re-tracing, deepens into Strength, 
N 8 can 9 but Death, or Heav'n. 


K Par, 1 


1422 » Hear me Sane 

And lay up this laſt Leſſon in thy Heart; 

When I am dead, look on thy 2 — | 
Not as th Brother only, but hy King; 15 
Pay him fraternal Love — Sub 3 Duty : | 
. thin, - 

oiſon egiance n thou 
Bear DG an Blefling, and this laſt Adyice: _ 
If Heav'n reſtores him to his lawful Crown, 

Let him wreak no Revenge upon his Foes, 

But think it his beſt Conqueſt to forgive ; | 

With Kindneſs let him treat Succeſs, ſo ſhall ſhe ba. 

A conſtant Gueſt ; his Promiſe when once given, 

b D . % et 

e ve up y to it; 

Let him —— his Power, but ax LI PAY ut 

Cracks 


| _ String Prerogative * * too * 


— 


* 


tte Ewoltsi STAGE. * 


Cracks like the tortur'd Chord of- Harmo 20 

And ſpoils the Concert between King and abje&; 

Let bim regard his People more dag Miniſter 

Whoſe 1 or Ambition may miſlead him. 
Havazd's King Charles 1. 


» Le Ted ad Vis be ke ali Tock, 
K m their e -Voice A 
— from their Eye che e e Vice. : 
Who ſpread is eps: Conn, their filken Snares | 

lee bn bowing: Betimes inſtruct them, L 

1 ior Worm | 
Pre-eminence of Valour, Juſtice, Mercy : 4,4 
But chief, that tho! exalted 0 — FO 
Th are them ves en— 5 
2 of human Lot RN | „ 
bret, el, by te ür e = Wo 
By the ſame Cold, torn, by the ſame Diſeaſe; 
rr 
MALLET's ed, 


4 


AY 


+ 44; + %Qh 
Whate'er W EE na” 
That envied Pinnacle of earthly. Greatneſs, - 
Where faithful Monitors but ravely follow; -- | 
Ev'n there, amd the kindeſt Smiles of Fortune; 2 2 
Forget not thou wer't once diſtreſs'd- and fri 7 
Be ſtrictly juſt 3. but yet, nn 1 
Temper thy Juſtice : From thy purg'd Ear 1M 
baſe Flattery, and ſpurn the uten 1 
Who would perſwade thee bon art more than Man } 
Weak, erring, ſelfiſh Man, endued with Power 
To be the of publick Good. St, 
If Conqueſt charm. thee, and the Pride of War 
Blaze on dy Sight, remember thou art plac'd 5 
The Guardian of Mankind, nor build thy Fame 
On Rapines and on Murders. Should fot Fe * 


dai 9 Lari, the r yea 
8 22 01 


” 


— * „„ 


d — 


LY The Wo ns « of + 


doms, know from thy Example | | 
The 5 Bliſs an Te: of nameleſs Millions ſprings, 
Their Virus or, their Vice, Nor chink by 
To curb Iicentious Man; thoſe Laws alone 
Can bend the beadſtrong Many to their Yoke 
Which make er Int roſt to obey them. 
iq Wulrznzan', en 


INTENTION. 


„ mene Endo purſued. by virtuous Means : 
Nor think th' Intention ſanRtifies the Deed: 
That Maxim ud d in an impious Age, | 
1 
| e | «2s 4 
Then Bigotry might ſend her Slaves to War, | 
3 the Teſt of Trum! 

itying Maſſaere might waſte the World, : 
. — te OM of Her | 1001 2nd 5 
8. Jonnson's Vene. 


l 
t 4 0. 15 * 
8 1! 


. b d 
— Break Vo, he . 2 


e 


| Commodity. ! che Ne of the World > un, „A 
Tl The World, who of itself is lee well, * 1240 
$ ws Mado oo ray oves wy eyes ound ; _ 
| "Till this Advantage, Sis vile=dr Na,, 
wie e e 


the Ex IIA ST xox. 


33 
And this ſume Biaſs, this Commodity, 
This Bawd, this Broker, that all changing woes,” 
Clapp'd on the-oatward Eye of fickle Fancy, 
Hath drawn him from he own determin'd Aid: 
From a reſolv'd and honourable War, r 
To a moſt baſe, and vile concluded Peace. 
And why rail'd. I on this Commodity ? 1 1 
But for becauſe he hath not wog d me yet z. "A 
Not that I have the Power to clutch | 
When his fair would ſalute my Palm: 
But for my H as unattempted 3 
Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the 
£24 | OnaxBebnan' s King Febs. 


Mr 


Impoſer on our Fate, 
> OR miſguides 
22 ſmooths 0 23 
drann, — 1 
i lune ate e Bandiow that. a. ST 
Leads towards it. Darpun's Sree 1 
All feck chen Rods, — wotkd echer cheat; 


* only ſrem to hate, aud ſrem to le | | 
'T 2 ntereſt id the Point oa which they ma? 
Their Friends are Foes, and Foes are Friends £1.38 
a ES 1 hone Mars 

on is grown an 24 
Fis who bills moſt, - for all Mex would be fl. 4, 


" Peron 5 Ampbitrien.' 
INVOCATION. ol 


#<Y 


But whether thro your 
Or , 4a 
Dz "15 Tn 


3 | The BrAUTIEs of. 


The 1 ſmiling Soul ; where Wiſdom ſheds _ 
Eternal 1 and eternal Peace. 
Tnourson' Sophoniſba. 


Thou Goa omnipotent, tremendous Mar: ! 
Behold on Earth 4 Ä umble Suppliant kneel. 
If from my early Years I till have been 
Thy faithful Votary train'd up in Arms; 
Thy glorious Toils fill my ſublimeſt Joy: 

O give thy Soldier now to face thoſe Terrors, 
Nor wild Amazement wither his ſtrong Heart 


Frxowpz's Philetas. 
* Oh Thou dark, awful, vaſt, myſterious Power 
Whom Chriftians — yet not comprebend / 
If ignorant of thy new own 1 fray | 
: — 4 from thy - diſtant , where-c'er it | 
One Ray of Guardian , to clear my Way: 
And teach me ff to | ED 13 | 
| HITII“ en 


0 wonder- working Hand, 
That i in majeſtic Silence, ſways at Will 
The mighty Movements of. unbounded Nature; 
O grant me, Heaven ! the Virtues to ſuſtain © | 
This awful Burden of ſo many Heroes! — 


15 Let me not be exalted into Shame 


* * 1 


Set up the worthleſs Pageant of vain 8 
1 n 7 * and Sigiſnunda. 


e ſacred Powers, 
My 8 that for three thouſand Years 
Have reign'd Protectors of the Tribe of H; 
And thou, O Sun, reſplendent Torch of Day, 
The Ima A ſp ods, 2 3 oy bye 
Beam'ſt their Light on us, O ſupport my 

In that firm Py - e it has es Kala, * 


ian combat Viol Fraud . "Is 


io 


— 


a *. 
N: 


N | 
— 4 
+" 
9 0 
© 4 
: 
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To luck the the Oppreſſors Ja W . 
keep TIT try as I found it, Free, * 
| MiuLzx's Mabomet, 


ole Eye the Hear O wines, Heaven, explores! 
Whole Eye eart's 1 
That if not to perform my 7 Taſk 2 11 
To be the common Father of my People, 
Patron of Honour, Virtue and Religion; 
If not to ſhelter uſeful Worth, to yu 
His well-earn'd Portion from the of. Rapine, 
And deal out Juſtice with im 2 Hand? 
If not to ſpread on all good thy Bounty, 
The Treaſures truſted to me, not my ownz © 
5 not to raiſe anew our Eng/ie Name, 
aceful Arts, that grace the Land —_— 

4 generous War to humble proud O 
Yor if not to build the public 
On that firm Baſe which can - 


cal © 


Both Time and Chance, and Liberty: and Laws 1 
If I for theſe great Ends am not ordaind— 


e reſiſt 


May I ne'er poorly fill the Throne of England. 
% 2 "Maiuzr's e 


» Ye Pow'rs of Darkneſs that ci * 
All ſworn by 84x, with peſtil — — * Fo, 
To wither every Vie de Bad n 
To keep the Door of dark Conſpiracy, wel 
And ſnuff the paid wings human Blood t 
From Sulphur blue, or Beds of Fe. 
On your black Ebon e riſe 3 . 


And burſting thro * = World. 
Stand in dread Contraſt e 4 
1 light hence with your infernal _— 
howl aloud your formidable] Joy, 
While I tranſport with the fair cond © 
Of what your faithful Miniſter has done, 


_ 


a & 
7 


Beyond your Inſpiration, 3 


To 


: = ; 


* -Y 
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56 The BravTres * 


To ſpread your Empire, and ſecure his own. 
Hear and applaud. Fon N 


* On you, celeſtial Arbiters, we call. 
Now as we ſtand environ'd by Diſtreſs, 
Now weigh our Actions paſt, deform'd or fair, 
If e'er Oppreſſion hath * his Valour ; 
In Help or Pity to the Woes of others, 
Our Hearts been ſcanty, or our Hands reſerv'd, 
Let our Tranſgreſſions ratify our Doom: 
Elſe with your Juſtice let our Merits plead 
To hold its Shield before us, and repel 
Theſe undeſerv'd Misfortunes. GLovss', baue. 


JOVE. 


So when of old, ve from the Titew fled, 
Anme 's rate Front his radiant Face bely'd ; 
And all the Majeſty of Heav'n lay hid: 
At length by Fate, to Power divine reſtor d, 
His Thunder tanght the World to know its Lord; 


ee ere and was again ador'd. 3 
RO .] E Tamerlaze. 


RRR Atoms, © 
And rude tumultuous Cha, when as vet. 
Fair Nature, Form, and Order had no Being: 
But Diſcord and Confuſion troubl'd all : adi; 
Calm and ene upon his Throne he fate, 3 
Fixed Ry the eternal Law of Fate: 
Safe in kimſelf, becauſe he knew his Power, 


"> hat he was, he knew. he was ſecure. | 
* . | n noel 


4 4 with Empire e above, 
ä ed the Sera 8042 


oe 


ben 


i 5 iS 


te Exer ie STAGE » 

Then tow'ting high to his ſublime Abode, | 
Shook Earth Seas with his 1 
Wurm and refum 


Tas . | 
| 644g 10 v. A 9k 1 


EW 3 4 5 thembblves © / 


In Drops of So-. Was : Matheth, 


Let he W 0 the pen, / 
The Trumpet to the Cannonect without; | 
The CONE CE 

| | SHAKESPEAR' Hamlet, 


If after every Tempeſt 
May the Winds blow till: 
And let the lab'rin ing Bac : 15 


A Hare Nn M 0 — to aw,” | 


er Fae ny el Fer I en, 
My Soul has her Content. ſo abſolute, ;, _. - 
That not another Comfort, like to this, .. 
Succeeds 1 


in * 1 
wn e 01 a . 
How e! oYs are det in Toils of Woe, 


l 


As fom Dok 1 ſhews 5 by 
80 our Sorrows all our” Joys encreaſe.. 
LS a 8 Haw ns's Fel Figs: | 


Nom wp Theo, e 


Poles ; 


Th Log grow bigger with the van 
18 


Leng of Ben. e 


* 


5s . 8 W 


| Oh ! you are ſo divine, and cauſe ſuch Fondneſs, 
That my Heart leaps, and beats, and feign would out, 
To n—_ a Dance of. Joy about your Feet ! 
Such Extaſy, Life cannot tarry long ! 
The Day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy 
Darts with ſuch Fiereneſs on.me, Night 73% follow. 


Lz“ Alexander. 
Be this the gen'ral Voice ſent np to Heay'n, 2 
And every publick Place repeat this Echo; © 


To Pomp and Triumph give this h D WA 
11 ee 
The Images of all your g Fathers, | 
With Laurels cen d: With Laurel wreath your 


Poſts, - 
And ftrew with Flowers the Pavement. Let the Priefts 
Dos preſent Sacrifice: Pour out the Wine, 
| l you in Gladneſs. 
| 2 Been Al for la. * 


my Tongue ; 
evo Channels here for one, 
12 . ; f 1. 


My Heart's ſo full of Joy, | $68) 
That I ſhall do ſome wild Extrava ce 

Of Love in publick ; and the foo World, Ik * 
Which knows not Tenderneſs, eee, 


— 


th TON cn JOS FER of the World: 
Yer forther, let it paſs yond dazzling Roof, | 
The Manſions of the Gods, and 8 = deaf 
With everlaſting Peals of thund'rin Joy ! 
Oh! * „ break ro 
* Rocks, allies, 3, plitting 0's EF; 
To ala, lo Paan, ſing. | 
Darözs and Lay"; G . 


1 
de 
4 F4 » 
4 | : F 
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the-Enciieu STAGE. 39 
Were my whole Life to come one Heap of To: 


The Pleaſure — "this Moment would ſuffice,” 
And ſweeten all my Griefs with its Remembrance. 
LIS Mithridates; 


Why do'ſ adi bone odd ee | 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No Flaw in ſuch a Glut of * 
To let one Miſery in.—O my Vu 
Thou, who of late didſt ſrem to walk on Clout 
Now give a Looſe, let go the flacken'd Reins: 
Let us drive down this Precipice of Joy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us. 


+  Lux's eee, 

I cannot ſpeak, Tears ſo obſtrut my Wende, wt 
And _ me with unutterable Joy. 

% eat es Orwar's can, lu 


Bs fill wy Sorrows and be loud my Joys! 
Fly to the utmoſt Circle of the Seas 
Thou furious Tempeſt that hat toſs'd my Mind, 
And leave no Thought but Leonera there. | 
What's this I feel a in my Soul. nl | 
As if this Day were fatal ?, Beit _ _ * 
Fate ſhalt have but the Leavings of my Lore! 
My Joys are gloomy, but withal are great : | | Wt | 
The Lion, tho' he ſees the Toils are ſet, | 0 : 
Yet, pinch'd with pe 4; Frm — Pi ſcours away, 1 1 
Hunts in the Face o 7 | 
a Night * ſullen Pleaſure > ptr. er his Prey. 


416708 5; 7 Davpux's i Eo 5 pL 

She bid me hops 3 © He's! the pl we 920 
And Pity ſtill N 

As Lightning does the Thunder. Tune 8 1 


* 
71 


Ye Angels, to that Sound | Ty KH 2 
Make 


* *** oys ; 
5 1 Hencs 


= , 
— — = 
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6 The Braveres of 


Hence all my Griefs,' and every anxious Care; 
One Look, 2 and one kind Glance can eure Def) | 
& Daros Sa . , 


Aids pity'd ? I kite ed avon h? 
Death, take me in this Moment o' my Joy: 7 
But when my Soul is plung'd in long Oblivion ; ; 
Spare this one Thought, let me remember 4 $2, 
And fo deceiv'd, think all my Life was bleſs'd, Bid. 


Too weak is Man this Rapture to contain, 
And I ſhall die with Tranſport ; 

My Grief repelFd with of ] 
The lung ides will overflow my 
"1. Huccon': Generous Crs 


is 8 Face without a Cloud: 
a the Scene of ope pening Paradiſe, *© 
The whole Creation danc'd at their new : 
Pleas'd to be 4 r pleas d with oer. 
1 , Des Sebaſtian. 


A ſecret Ploakurs wickles thro? my Vein; 
It works about the Inlets of any g Dia. 


Now, by, my Soul, and by theſe ho! 798 | 
Tm fo o'erwhelm'd with Pleaſure, that I feel 
A latter Spring within my wither'd Limbs, | | 
That ſhoots me out again. DT DEN Dur bin, * 


Some e Reverſe muſt ſure attend 
This vaſt Profuſion, this Extravagance 
Of Heav'n to bleſs me thus Tis Gold ſo pure, 


| It cannot bear the Stamp without Ally. e 


| How, which Way mall I N | 
To utter my full Bliſs > Tis in my a, e 
en, und wakes up ny foul! ah, a 


-c 17 
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The Labour of my 2527 ; and too vaſt 
A Birth of Joy, to clos'd fo ſoon. 
| SouTurtn's Fata Marriage. 


There's not a Slave, a ſhackled Slave of mine, 
But ſhould have ſmil d that Hour thro all his Care, 
And ſhook his Chains in Tranſport and rude Harmony. 
_ Conckeve': Moxrning Bride, 


** O let me find ſome Way | 

To tell the mighty Joy that fills my Breaſt, _ 
Leal row ad wk Hogs of few Wil TY 
.. Row#'s Ambitions Stepmother. 


ö | O'the wanſporting Joy ! | 
Im us Flood of unexpected wh 
Whether I ive, or no, J cannot te 
Dznnns'r Ipbigenis, 
My charmed Bars ne'er knew 1 
A Sound of %o much Rapture, ſo much Jo | 


Not Voices, Inſtruments, nor warbling ., 20 
Not Winds, nor murmuring Waters zend in r 


Not tuneful Nature, nor th Spheres, 
Utter ſuch Harmony, as e ag 

With nen Looks and Bluſhes faid, I 
-. Row8's — I 


to the Winds, 
rs 


— > 
« : 
Ty 45 M74 


ne, m Cares, 1 io, 
ee bt 
28 
r O 
Comes ſmiling forward, white, An 
Coun is the 3 on Year, . 
crowns eaſons . 
And Side oven: emen 2 3 
KRowz'r Fair P.. 


Let Mirth g6 ot; let Pleaſure know no Pauſe 3 / 
nn . 
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62) The BrAUTIES of 
Thou geg have brought me the tranſporting - 


New 
Of her Wel with as t Impatience, 
As if the inferior If hs the World, 

Were all unanimouſly come to lay 

Their Scepters at m oy Footſtool, and reſign 

Tio yet unconquer'd Globe. TAT Abramule, 


I I'm loſt in Extaſy! 
How ſhall I f. the Tranſ ir of tay Soul 1 
I am fo bleſs'd, I fear 3 
Fortune, thou now haſt made * — all = * 
Thy pait Unkindneſs: I abſolve 2 — 

„ois, Cate 


A ſpringin lag ca | 

A Pleaſure, 1 

An Extaſy that Mothers on! 

Plays round my Heart, and fe, up my 8 
Like Gleamy of Sunſhine in a low'ring Sky 

PrrLiPs Diſs 74 Mather, | 


* "Tis Enchantment this be a3 21 
D from impending Fate 


1 4 or Thought! to poſit 5 
e can give ! All! All in thee 


Thus in an Inſtant too ! the ſwelling Joy 
Would quite o ae my Soul. 


IxrEZZETs“ Edwis. | 


* What are the moſt perfi pub Joys? 

What the vain Boaſt of frail Mortali 

The Birth of Accidents, tht Event of Tine? 

* — ——— — —ů ws» = as _ — — 
as Welt-wo know n 

Whole Years of Joy glide unperceiv'd 8 

n Og re! 


Hava“ eee. 


— * 


te'EnGLISH $T AGE. . 


* How exquiſite is Pleaſure after Pain! Fw 1 
49 throbs m e turbulently eng, enen 
and at thy 2 this redundant Joy ' - 

N 


IRRESOLUTION. 


bs Irrefolution frames. a thouſand Horrors 
Embodying each— Marre r 


* 1 long to ſee the Chriſtian's 
Yet in the Moment, while I form en 
I ſigh a ſecret With, to languiſh, here. 3 
How ſad a State is mine, my reſtleſs Soul | 
All ign'rant what to do, or what to wih? 
* Ju Conte: is, that of Pali ++ nn 
| fur. 


- Talk not of Obel, but perkidious Tancres, - 
Rail at him, rail ! invent new Names of Scorn! _ 
Aſſiſt me, Laura ; ond a Rage freſh Fewel ; _ 


Support my | Purpoſe, which alread 
— þ my Vaunts how vain ! cacrn 


. 


© 


Be — 

How have I ly'd to my y Mere [—Alas 

My Tears return, the mighty Flood 2 

Ten thouſand crowding * t 4 | 

My nn; ht. | 
7 'Tuourr0n . -. 


Fe cos 25 


Thon undivided Particle from Hear „5 = 
Tha lengthens to its Subſtitute below, 

1 his Subject-hand with . 
Terrific ; for thy == "thou inflire 


| * , 


infre the btroks 
v 


Ay Sword 1 draw 


b > * 


64 The BrAvTres of 


With Prevalence divine—As thine the Wrong,” 
Vengeance-and Puniſhment to thee belong ; * 
1 The injur'd State of Innocence reſtore, 
Cruſh the bold Inſults of aſpiring Pow'r, 

Shine like thy radiant Source, and make the 


World adore. 
| Havany', Scanderbeg, 


| have great Odds, _ N 
ihe Sons of Violence, 
2 with awful Juſtice on their Side. 
" THOMPSON's Taxcred and N 


9 To ſend the Injur'd unredreſs d away | 
ow great ſoe'er the Offender, and the Wrong'd, 
— er obſcure, is wicked — weak and vile. . | f 


De ſho Kin 
Ons e l . 


3 Lat noe Rage and Vengeance mix their 
Let them not trouble with their fretful Storm, 
The 1 that Azure, where enthron'd || 

vinity of Juſtice fits _ 
And pities, while ſhe puniſhes Mankind. 1 

„  Trowrzon'} Corte, 


11 ee e aber wht 4 
I venerate their Servants; But there is 
There is a Power, their chief, their darling Care, 
The Guardian of Mankind, which to betray 

Ware ner Ibid. 


A 


LET, 


2 | A 1G. Fur uit {GT 
\ Poliſh'd Pertarbation-! Golden Ce! | Ain ka 


That t the Ports of Slumber 
To many a watchful Night: Sleep with 


re g 
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vet not ſo ſound, and half ſo ſweet, 
As he whoſe Brow with homel 
- Snores out the Watch of Nigh 


y | | bound, | {7 
t. Gre, 6 
thou doſt fit © 


When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, 
Like a rich Armour, worn in Hau of Ney. 


That ſcald'ſt with Safety. 
Snarzoraan's * Iv. 
'Tis better to be lowly born, IR 
And range with _ Livers in Content. 5 | 


OK 00s 


1 , Haw vm. 
Kinge, the Hwy Eye, ſhould ſpread their Beams 


Pleas'd to be ſeen while 's Race they n: 15 
Reſt is not for the Chariot of the Sun. BS ne 
Luxurious Kings are to the People loſt ; 

They live like Drones upon the publick Coſt. 


N 
Thoſe Kings who rule with limited Command, yy 
Have Players into their Hands 


Power has no Balance one Side fill weighs down, 2 
And either hoiſts the Commonwealch, or Crown. 
Dzavven's C of Granada. / 


o Diadem! thou Center of Ambition, - Lis a 7 
— ik of lar. ” 1 * 
Daros e 4 - 


Princes ars WP hb l to roam, 6, 
The fetter d Mind Mill at Home: 
In — — Round, . |. 
B and Cares eterually du 2 


66 The BZAUTIES of: 
o hard Eftate of Empire; wretched Kings 


 / And make Injuſtice neceſſary. 


. 
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How are we ſnar'd in Errors not our own ; 


And hood-wink'd, led to Crimes we moſt ſhould ſhun! 


Hence tis, our Names ſtain'd black in Chronicles, 
When impious Counſellors betray our Reaſon 
With Eloquence, and enſnare us 


TaTE's Loyal General}. 
Kings Titles commonly begin by Force, | 


Which Time wears off, and mellows into Right; 
And Power, which in one Age is Tyranny, 


Is ripen'd in the next to true Succeſſion. 


| " Davypen'; Spanife Friar. 
| | Some are born Kings; 
Made up of three Parts Fire: So full of Heav'n, 
It ſparkles at their Eyes; inferior Souls 
Know em as ſoon'as ſeen, by ſure Inſtinct, 
To be their Lords, and naturally worſhip | 
The ſecret God within em. RYDEN's Cleomencs. 


Greedy of more: They uſe not what they have, 
As Merchants vent ring on the faithleſs Seas, ; 
For needleſs Wealth, are driven by ſudden Storms 
On Banks of Sands, or daſh'd againſt the Rocks; 


And all they have is ſunk, and loſt at once 

Kings ruſh to Wars, more faithleſs than the Seas ; 

Where more inconſtant Fortune waits their Arms; 

Where, in a Moment, one unbappy Blow 5 
ore. 


Ruins the Progreſs of an A 
| 3 5 Horxixs“ Pyrrbus. 
The Gods have for themſelves alone reſerv'd 


| A quiet State: Kings are their Stewards here, 


Intruſted with the Conqueſt of ts I 


1 


And like good careful Servants, muſt ſubmit 
Their ſingle Profit to the general Welfare. | 
NSDOWN's Heroic R 


Unbounded Power and Height of Greatneſs give 
To Kings that Luſtre which we think divine; 1 
The Wiſe who know 'em, know they are but Men, 
Nay, ſometimes, weak ones too. The Croud indeed, %s 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, | 
Worſhip 0 Deity their Hands have made. ; 

| Rows's Ambitious Stepmotber. | 


The Thoughts of Princes dwell in nw Privacy, ) 
Unknown venerable to the Vul 
And like a 'Temple's innermoſt Rece | 
None enter to behold the hallowed Myſteries, 
Uubidden of the God that dwells within. 


4 0 Axalla ! imd f _ 7 * 
Could I fo I am a Man, as ha: | 
Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
Sickneſs, or Thirk, or Hunger, all the Train 
Of Nature's clamorous Appetites, aſſerti | 
An equal Right i in Kings, and common Men, 
Reprove me daily ? No, if I boaſt of auge, Mo tet 
Be it to have been Heav'ns happy Infftrament, - —- 
The Means of Good to all my ellow-Creatites-: FI 
This is a King's beſt Praiſe. Rows Tamerlane,. . 


— 4 


a. 
11 


| ; Pis true, 2 ve 
Honour and Glory too have deen'my Aim: 


But tho' I dare face Death, and all jay" 
Which furious War wears in its Front, 
Yet could I chuſe to fix my Fame by Peace,. 
Ms eh ; and to-raile 1 
Trophies on the ngs of Nankied: 
Na, wodld T bu the Empire of the World _ 
With Ruin of the People wn 
unn NP "IN? 
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Break not his Slumbers, with ſhocking Sight 


And hurl my 


The 


The BEAUTIES of 


We view the outward Glories of a Crown ; 
But dazzl'd with the Luftre, cannot ſee 
The Thorns which line it, and whoſe ainful Fung 
Embitter all the s Sweets of 
Happier the Wretch, who at his daily 1 oils, 
Sweats for his homely Dinner, than. a King | 
In all the dangerous Pomp of Royalcy ! 
He knows no Fears of ns — his Joys 
No Treaſon ſhakes. the humble Bed he lies oh 3 
Nor dreads he Poiſon in his peaceful, Bowls : 
He ſleeps contented in the guiltleſs Arms 
Of his unjealous Conſort ;—Frightful Dreams 


Of blood „ and idea] Murders. 

True, s a Stranger to the Power of Kings ; 
Bot then again, he is as much a Stranger © 
To Kingly Cares and Miſeries. ud, Fair nner, 


I Will not wear the Cronin vain, 
wnnmmem. or feel my Power. 
4 . 


Thou the Slaves 
Fall off from their Obedience, and den 
That I'm their Monarch, T'm B , 16 
Collected in myſelf I ſtand Bo 

Thunder, tho” I ſhake my Throne; 
Like Death, a ſolitary King I'll reign 
Oer filent- Subjects and 1 ane}! 
E'er brook their Pride, III . 7 
And every Step ſhall be from Tomb t6 Tomb. tbid.. 


The Vulgar call us Gods, and fondly think, 
That Kings are call in more than Moulds :- 
Alas ! they little know that when the Mind 
Is cloy'd with Pomp, our Taſte is palFd to Joy; 
But grows more ſenſible of Grief or Pain. 

Jopid * with as quick a Senſe, 


— 


Y 


the ENGLISH STAGE, * 


Enjoys the Fra of the Roſe as I; 

Ard is rough hard Hand is Proof 150 the Thom; 
Which, ran i» hs 1 Skin, Would ſeem 

A Viper's Too liſsful poverty 

Nature too partial to thy Lot, aſigns 

Health, Freedom, 2 and downy Peace, 

Her real Goods; and only mocks the great, 

With empty Pageantriss.  Fznron's Mariam. | 


Th 1 Shepherd ſtretch'd beneath the Haw- 
| arn, fd » a 15486 

His careleſs Limbs thrown out in fene etz 

With thoughtleſs Gaze rhe . Fr 1 
And idly Whiſtling, while his ep ea 
Enjoys a ſweeter than that n 


Hen INE and ſhook- by Storms 66? 

* 7 th "x 4 Hua Henry Ve 7 

* Who frikes at fovreign Powr had need % 

gi 15 "$1 | 

For Storms char ill de blow the: Odlar H vn, | ne 

May 7 PT dur they fix the Roots, ” 5 
Jurennrs's . 


. 
Is it to be a King? To TE Dura. 
Thro? each dark Maze of G of Death, and 


Rapine ? 


Is't to.difſolye in Soſtneſe and in Riots Þ ws bhe# 


Is it to reign o'er 2 and Vice ? - 


Far Wiſdom dagops where Tyranny prevails ; | 
8 ever is the Grave 5 Virtue,” 

chere is one who's form'd.to ben King, © ff 
He wal bu Wis be nieeciful,/ant leave; ©! ©" 
Of Virtu ings and. of Ame the Patron * N 
Studious de 8 b ö 155 


2 active to purſue wow yang" to his" Word, 


Courteous, familiar to his People's View, 


Hope of th" Opp preſt, and Dread of the Oppreſioe. _ 


tus is a King; he is a Father too, 


* 


Tho 
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The publick Father ; for, where Kings * ſhould reign, 
He ſeeks his /Empire in the Peo le's Hearts. 
ARTYN's Timoleon. 


Tis th FR, "Th — Offs, | 

_ *Fis the ty of the Ma 

To guard the People's Welfare, and 3 

As far as human Wiſdom can ſecure, 

Their future Peace. Cn. Jonxson“ Medea. 


'* Thou know'l th“ unhappy, envy'd State of _ 


Ki 
How n Height, ſo near to Har 
Ten thouſand Ways expos d, here to the Luft 
Of lawleſs Will ; _ to the darker Rain 1 N 
Of venal Flattery. Tarydice. 


® The ra Reverence, and the Prince's 


Graſping nd graf aſp, " wal Hand in Hand 

Stren hen'd by nion; then the King's Command 

Is 1 l ene , e Subject. 31 ; 

The Kin unaſk'd, confirms the People's Rights, 

And by the willing Gift prevents the Claim: 

 Thelſe are the Virtues that endear a King, 
ie A E ery Ae 
bac. ci 4:3 " Havany's G I. 


o wretched Stirs ef Monarchs | Why does 
vn 


(Since tis "man they reign) deny them Pre- 
ſcience? 

Then they mighe look into-thy' e uf Menz _ 

And there behold the Seeds of Vice A 

Vet immature, and 4 


the EnGL1sn STAGE. 7t 


A Prince's Life is not his oom 
Not for himſelf, he lives for human Race. an 
This univerſal Duty to your Kind ne ban 
Cancels all private Bonds. The future Bliſs, 

Or Woe of Millions, you were born to rule, 


Hangs on your * eſolve. | 
MaLLzT's Muflapha, 2 i 


* Shew wondering Nations what a ger: of 
Heer's's was Wha whoſe { 
eav'n's true t, u 
Rais'd high above the Tyrant — 
Pants but for Power of Jing Good, rejeQs- 
All Power of doing III; who makes no Way 
But to revenge his copie s Wrongs, no Peace 
But what ſecures their Safety ; courts no F ame 
But from their Happineſs : A Parent he, 
The N * * not 8 bus Sons. 


= 


1 „ves. we have loſt « Father | .. 4 
The greateſt Blefling Heaven beſtows on Mortals, + 0 | 
And ſeldom found amidſt theſe Wilds of Time = 
A good, a worthy King 1 Hear me, my uo” 
And I. will tell thee, in a few plain Words, \- 0 
How he deſerv'd that beſt, that glorious Tide. 
'Tis nought complex, 'tis clear S Truth and * 
He lov'd his People, deem'd them all his Childrens, 
The Good exalted, and d the Bad: 
He ſpurn'd the flatterin with Scorn  rejodled | 
Their ſmooth Advice, that only means themſel ves, 
Their Schemes to aggrandize him into B 
Well knowing that a People in their Rights _ _ 
And Induſtry protected; living ſafe eg "2 
Beneath the ſacred Shelter of the Laws, 
Encourag'd in their Genius, Arts, and Labours, 
And happy each as he himſelf deferves, |, B 


W With unſparing Hand r | 


: 
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They will for him provide : Their filial Love, 

And Confidence are his unfailing Treaſury, 

And every honeſt Man his faithful Guard. 
Tuourson' Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 


They whom juſt Heaven has to a Throne exalted, 
To guard the Rights and Liberties of others, 
What Duty binds him to betray his own? bid. 


ol s the Curſe of Princes to be ferv'd  - 

By Slaves, that take their Wiſhes for a Warrant; 
That on the bare Inquietude of Looks, 

Preſume O expound our Paſſions into Law, 

And on the Fanction of 'a Frown commit 
Such Deeds as damns the Conſcience that conceives 
them. C1BB8®'s King 7obn. 


* Princes us Saw, tha Bajo may Kyo La 


berty. 
Driven or attracted, ever Why was a King 
Call'd Raler ? fofamous Abuſe of! hraſe ! 


mne 1 


an told, ley ee 
Know, if thou att one, that the Poor have Rights: 
n e has | 


0 When hol hl Heaven abap 6 o'er 
And Shoes a Power and Splendor on them, 
Whate'er wy _ eas 1 5 when they, | 
. f 


Accepting 

Or 2 Fer thoſe C ifts to Deeds. of Rain, * 

e W Guby 
1 


% 


the Exd Tris STAoE. 7 


Guilty, at once, of Sacrilege to Heaven Las 2 2 : 


And of SHIRE a 
Mater“, hed. x 


5 I own no Guile: or Kings of every "ge. 

Are criminal, thy Anceſtors and mine. 

What is all War, but more diffuſive Robb! , N 
Made ſacred by Succeſs ? What Object fwells  *-- 

A Monarch's higheſt Aim? Increaſe of Power , \ 
And univerſal Sway. This glorious End - © 

All Means maſt ſanRtify, that can ſecure. 1. 


© Kings of their Envy cheat a fooliſh World :" 
Fate gives us all in Spite, that we alone 
Might have the Pain of knowing all is A 
The ſeeming Means of Bliſs, but hei ar pen Woe, . 
When impotent to make their Promi » 
Hence Dog, at leaſt, bid Kue w esche 3 
18 | Youno's Brothers.” 7 | 

* Tho! Kings delivht is raid what they love, 
Leſs owe they to themſelyes, ee 
Nor muſt they proſtitute ite Majeſty 2 7, 
To ſwell a Subject's Pride, howe'er deferving. 
— — + ——ĩ—— pp p -- , — — © 
What a t vor, that he carer give: 
And r meet for N * 
Is Plunder not 2 Grant. —— — — 


— . — — — — 1 * 


True Majeſty's the very Soul of Ki 
And R — the Soul of Majefty, a 3 
If mining Minions _ Rectituſsfe ER. 
The King may live, but Majeſty-expires: | 08 
And he that leſſens. Majeſty, mpass 4 
That juſt Obedience publick Good — ; _ 
Doubl . * "he Crown” * 


7 

Can a King gi ive ahee more thav is his own f F'Y 
Know a King's Dignity * | 
Vor. II. 05 | 


LY 


— 


5 


1 
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On re the Nation's Fame and Power. 

Shall fawning Sycophants to plump themſelves, 

Eat up their er and dethrone his Glory? 
What are ſuch Wretches? What, but Vapours foul 
From Fens and Bogs, by royal Beams exhal'd, 

That Radiance inter „which ſhould chear 
The 3 at large? ence Subjects Hearts grow 


And 13 N forgets to flow: 

But, then *tis ſſipp ry Standing for the m: 

Stains on his Erkin to their royal Maſter 

8 not Jewels in his Crown. 
ren er 


*Q vain Diſlin8ion of cxatied state! 
No Rank aſcends above the Reach of Care, 
Ne oo gnity can ſhield a Queen from Woe. 


tic Nature s ſtronger A 
et Pate and Paſhon in her 


Of ſolitary, ſad, 
Alone ——— to bear th' unſocial Throb 
Of heart-felt Anguiſh, and corroding Grief ; 


Depriv'd of what, within his humble Shed, | { 

The Peaſant in Aon finds, | / 

The kind condoling Comfort of a dear 

© Partaking Friend. - — Jonss's Earl Eger. 1 
* Unb Hime dre heres and Compaion | I 

3 CN Wis A 


But Princes muſt endure, for public Good, . 
The ane Cre of miſyaided Crowds. = 


"KISSES: ad KISSING. | 


- If 1 prophane with my nth Hot: Bal 


* "My 


the ENGLISH STAGE. T5 


My Lips, two bluſhi grims, ready ſtand, 
nn ang. / 
HAKESPEAR's Romeo and Fuller. 
He kiſs d me bard, Wy | 
As if he'd pluck up Kiſſes by the Roots, W4 
That grow upon my Lips. — 
Sweet were his Kiſſes on my balmy Li 
As urethe Beets e amid the Groves 
* pices on the t 2 a 
K Bann Alas 


ding Kind * — 
The Sweetnels 


ing'd u e } 
Lie Drops of Home to fall away. 
RYDEN's Marriage a»la-mode. 
Nectar, and Flames, and Sweets of bla grow + 
About her Lips, ——C A 


I felt the while 2 
The Kiſs went angle 
When it was pos, 


1 


She brought her Chee 
At which he 22 255 
Da ron Alf _ 


O let me run and ſeal BY . 

M melting Soul upon their bub 7 Tags | 
1 oooh thei, Coral Moaths fi 7 
recal their wandering Spirits x 

DarbEN and Ltn'; O 


He ſcarce afforded ons kind parting Word, „ 

But went away ſo cold; r . 
veem'd Ss * n of ſated Love. ; 
een 7 


- % © * 480 - 9 
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Balmy, as Cordials that recover Souls, 
Chaſte as Maids Sighs, and keen as longing Mothers, 
03h LEE's Lucius Junius Brutus. 


Oh! could I give the World; 
One Kiſs of thine, but thus to touch thy Lips, 
I were a Gainer, by the vaſt Exchange. 
The fragrant Infancy of opening Flowers, 
Flow'd to my Senſes in that melting Kiſs. | 
on SOUTHERN's Diſappointment, 


I will provoke thy Lips, 7 Siege ſo cloſe, 
That all thy ſallying Breath ſhall turn to Bleſſings. 
Dzvypen's Don Sebaſtian. 


They kiſs'd with ſuch a Fervor, 1 
And gave ſuch furious Earneſt of their Flames 
That their Eyes ſparkled, and their mantling Blood 
Flew fluſhing o'er their Faces. R pak 


How could I dwell for ever on theſe Lips ! 
Oh ! I could kiſs em pale with Eagerneſs ! 
So ſoft, by Heav'n! and ſuch a juicy Sweet, 
That ripen'd Peaches have not half their Flavour. 
| Darozx' Ampbitrion. 


oh! let me live for ever on thoſe Lips! . 
The Nectar of the Gods to theſe is taſtleſs, bid. 


I ſwear, I love you with my firſt Virgin-Fondneſs; 

T live all in you, and I die without you: 
At your Approach, my Heart beats faſt within me; 
A pleaſing trembling thrills thro' all my Blood, 
Whene'er you touch me with your melting Hand: 
But when you Kiſs, Oh! "tis not to be ſpoke! © © 

GiLbox's Fatal Divorce. 

| | 


The 


g 


$, 


| . the ENGLISH-STAGE. 9 


The Kiſs you take is paid by that you give ; 
The Joy is mutual, and I'm fill in Debt 
| Lansbown's Heroick Love. 


LAD Y' Pitwe. | 
AIR Portia's Counterfeit ! what W 
e Eyes 


Hath come ſo near Creation? Move the 

Or, whether riding on the Balls of mine, 

Seem they in Motion ? Here are ſever'd Lips 
Parted with Sugar Breath; ſo ſweet a Bar! 

Such Sunder ! ſuch ſweet Friends ! here in her Hair 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 

A golden Meſh t' entrap the Hearts of Men | 
Faſter than Gnats in Cobwebs : But her _ 1 
How could he ſee to do em? having made one, 
Methinks, it ſhould have Power to both his, 
And leave itſelf unfiniſh'd. . 45 
SHAKESPEAR's Merchant of Venice. 


LADY at' Prayers, 


So ſweet a Face, harmleſs, ſo intent 
Upon her Prayers, it froſted my Devotion 
To gaze on her; till by Degrees I took 
Her fair Idea, thro' my covetous Eye, 
Into my Heart, and knew not how to eaſe 
It fince of the Impreſſion : 
Her Eye did ſeem to labour with a Tear, * 
Which ſuddenly took Birth, but over-weigh'd - 


| 


With its own Weight, ſwelling, dropp'd upon her 


Boſom, 
Which, by Reflection of her Lig a 'd 
As Nature meant her Sorrow n 1 ; 
After, ber Looks af and I ſaw 

* * 3 1 


= 


Till by her bound, he's on the Altar lain; 
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Freren es, 


As if they had gain'd a Victory over Grief ; 

And with it many Beams twiſted themſelves ; 

Upon whoſe golden Threads the Angels walk 

To and again from Heav'n. SHI&LEY's Brothers, 


LAMB. 


Come, lead me forward now, like a'tame Lamb, 
To ſacrifice. Thus, in his fatal Garlands, - 
Deck'd fine, and pleas'd, the Wanton ſkips, and 


plays, - 
Trots by thy enticing, flattering Prieſteſs' Side 


And much tranſported with its little Pride, 
Forgets his dear Companions of the Plain, 


Yet then too, hardly bleats, ſuch Pleaſure's in the 
Pain. - . OTwarY's Fenice Pręſerv d. 


So ſafe are Lambs within the Lion's Power, 
Ungrip'd, and play'd with, *till ferce Hunger calls; 
Then Nature ſhews itſelf, the — hid ow . 
Are ſtretch'd, and open d, to the pantin . 

f 81715 Dz ypen's King Aber, 


LAMENTATIONS. 


But ſhe ſleeps happy. = 
I muſt wake for ever. This Object! this | 
'This Face of fatal 17 + | 
Will ſtretch my Lips with vaſt eternal Tears ! . 
Here lies my Fate, — . 5 
And all my Victories for ever folded up : 
My Banners all in this dear Body loſt : 
My Standards, Triumphs, gone 
Oh ! when ſhall I be mad ! Give Orders to 


'The Army, that they break their Shields, Swords, 


| Spears; þ +1 
Pound their bright Armour into Duſt ! away ! 


* os 
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Is there not Cauſe to put the World in 1 

Tear all your Robes: He dies that is not nal 

Down to the Waſte ; all like the Sons of Sorrow: 

Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the * 

Beat down the Battlements of every 

And for the Monument of this lovd Creature, 

Root up thoſe Dal and pave em all with Gold: 

Draw The es, make the Indies poor: 

To build 29 Ton „ no gage” nor Altars ſpare, 
But the munis . to e it rare. 

n * L' Mexander. 


Still, cold, and pale where are waer.“ 
Thy Bluſhes, that have warm'd ſo many Hearts; 


All Hearts, that ever felt her conqu'ring Beamey, 
Sigh reed neem 


Til Ufer grow naar. 2a. d Waite T 
* ' in 
* Ormar's Can Marin 


LAX. 


Now hear the Lark, 
The Herald of the Morn ; whoſe Notes do beat 
The vaulty Heav'ns, ſo high above our Heads, 
Making ſach ſweet Diviſions. ' 

SHAKESPEAR's Aras and Folens” 


That gives fwi Tilings of the Sun's Upriſe. 44 
eet * 
© SMAKESPEAR's Titus Andronicass 


LAW and LAWYER. e 


I oft have heard him ſay, how he admir d 
Men of your large Profi that could ſpeak 
To IP and Things mee Contraries 


E4- | Til _ 


FI 


® , 


Lie ftill without a Fee. Ben. Jonnsox's Yolpore. 


Fines out of Looks, and Death from double Meanings, 


Who in a Speech of unchew'd Eloquenee, | 


d 
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Till they were hoarſe again, yet all be Law 
That with moſt quick Agility could turn, 

And return, make Knots and undo them, 

Give fork'd Council, take provoking Gold 

On either Hand, and put it up. Theſe Men, 
He knew would thrive with their Humility, 
And (for his Part) he thought he ſhould be bleſt 
To have his Heir of ſuch a ſuffering Spirit, 

So wiſe, ſo grave, of ſo perplex'd a Tongue, 
And loud withal, that could not wag nor ſcarce 


One that not long ſince was the Buckram Scribe, 
That would run on Mens Errands for an Aſper; 
And from ſuch Baſeneſs having rais'd a Stock, 

To' bribe the covetous Judge, call'd to the Bar; 

So poor in Practice too, that he would plead 

A needy Client's Cauſe for a ſtarvd Hen, 

Or Half a little Loin of Veal, tho' Fly-blown : 

And theſe the greateſt Fees, you could arrive at 

For juſt Proceedings. 
BeaumonT' Spaniſh Curate. 


Law is the ſacred Child of Heav'n and Nature. 
| Dznnis's AHppius and Virginia. 


Rogues that can extract | 
SEWELL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


I heard the deep mouth'd Pack, the ſcented Blood 
From their firſt Startirg, and purſued their View 
With the Law Muſick of long winded Calumny. 
Well I remember one among the Tribe, 

A reading Cut-throat {kill'd in Parallels, 
And dark Compariſons of wond'rous Likeneſs, 


Muſter'd up all the Crimes, fince 4% Days, 
To put in Ballance with this fancied Plot, _ 
e | An 


the ENGLI8H STAGE, 81 
And madee'en Cataline a Saint to Ra 
The Sycophant ſo much o'er-play'd his in Part, 
I could have hugg'd him, kiſyd +: unſkil Lies, 
Hot from his venal Tongue. 
SeEwsLL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 
If ſlight ſuſpicious Witneſſes have Vs. it 
Perverted py may ſtrike the burning Bran 
Ev'n on the Cheek of virgin Innocence, 
And blot our chaſteſt Matrons with Diſgrace, 
Whenever baſe Detraction ſtains their Names 
With its envenom'd Breath. 
B ITITIERASs“ Jmjur'd Innocence. 
* What is Law more than the breathleſs. Form 
Of ſome fall'n Hero, ſpiritleſs and cold, BY 
To be deſpisd and trampled on at Pleaſure © _ 
By every bold Offender ; unleſs ſteady R 
And vigorous Execution give it Life. 
LitLlo's Elmerick, 
0 5 that ſhocks * is Reaſon's Murder. 
Hiut's Merope. ' 
LIBERTI N E. 
y. fly, Varanes, fl fly this ſacred 4 Place, 
When irtue and Religion — 1 
This City will not harbour Infidels, 
Traitors to Chaſtity, licentious Princes : 


* * 
' 7 + 


Fly to imperial Li ertines Abroad: 
In foreign © Courts thou'lt find a thouſand 3 | 
That will comply for Gold ; for Gold they'll "Ong 
For Gold be bend. as Athenais was; | 
And charm thee ſtill, as if they lov'd indeed. 
Thou'lt find enough Companions too for Riot; 
Luxuriant all, royal as thyſelf ; 
Tho" thy loud Vices ſhould refoutd to Heay': # 
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* Howſoc'er the Libertine may rove 
And fruitleſs tread the Rounds of guilty Love; 
In the ſoft Rage of Joys without Controul, 
Secret Remorſe ſhall once reproach his Soul. 
When ſated in the lawleſs Wanton's Arms 
He weighs with cooler Thoughts her Syren-Charms 
Wak'd from his Dream, now wonders at the Art, 
The ſpecious Shews ſedue d his eaſy Heart. 
Convinc'd, at length, he this great Truth ſhall own, 
| Pleaſure fincere chaſte Hymen gives alone, 
While far away the Proſtitute is thrown. , 
Frowpe's Philotas. 


LIBERTY. 


| Oh! give me Liberty ! 
For were ev'n Paradiſe itſelf my Priſon, 
Still. I ſhould long to leap the Cryſtal Walls. 
Darn Don Sebaſtian. 


A Day, an Hour of virtuous Liberty, 
Is worth a whole Eternity in *. 
opisox' Cato. 


What is Life? "Tis' not to ſtalk, and draw freſh 
r, 

From Time to Time; or upon the Sun: 

"is to be free: When Liberty is gone, | 
Life grows infipid, and has loſt its Reliſh. Bid. 


Remember, O my Friends ! the Laws, the Rights, 
The generous Plan of Power deliver'd down, 
From Age to Age, by your renown'd Forefathers z 
So dearly bought, the Price of ſo much Blood | 

O let it never periſh in your Hands 1 
But piouſly tranſmit it to your Childe. 
Do thou, great Liberty, inſpire our Souls, 
And make our Lives in thy Poſſeſſion happy; _ 
Or our Deaths glorious in thy juſt Defence, * 


3; 
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Our freeborn Sons in Freedom ſhall expire, 
Viſit the Elyſian Fields all true and brave, 
And not one fingle Soul deſcend the Shades a Slave, : 

| Faowne's Fall f Saguntum, 1 


» When Liberty is loſt, 
Let —— live . 4 in the — 
It were a Tr to elves, enoug 
To merit Chains. Tuourson s Sophoni/da. 


b * How muſt the glorious Change tranſport wall, 
| When into Freedom, Tyranny is turn'd ? 
When each may ſay his Fortune is his own, 
And ſleep in Fullneſs of Tranquility? 
Then ſhall we taſte the Sweets of Life, and Eaſe, Po 
Which happier Climes have known: Then, then e- 


oy 1 
That $46 which Britain's ſmiling Iſle * 
80 long has boaſted thro? a Length of Years. $6 
Havazd's Scanderbeg. 


* "Tis alone, that makes Life dear : 


He does —— who lives to fear, 
: Hit Avira; 


* O Liberty, Heav'ns choice Prerogative! - 
True Bond © Law, thou ſocial Soul of Property, 
Thou Breath of Reaſon, Life of Life itſelf ! 

For thee the Valiant bleed. O facred N | 
Wag the Sammer's Snare, from FA 
uin. 

Like the bold Stork you ſeek the Wint'ry Shore, 
Leave Courts, and Pomps and Palaces to Slaves, 
Cleave to the Cold, and reſt upon the Storm. 

| Of Earn by thee Soul diſdain'd the Terms 

offer' at the Hands of Tyrants. 
With thee I fought this fav'rite Soil with thee | 
Theſe fav'rite Sons I ht; thy Sons, O Liberty, 
For ev'n among the Wilds of Life you lead . 


— 


- 
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Lift their low-rafted Cottage to the Clouds, 
Smile o'er their Heaths, and from the Mountain Tops 
Beam Glory to the Nations. BOOK E- Gaflawus Vaſa. 


* When he beheld the Temple 
Sacred to Liberty, he cried aloud = = = = 
« Here let vs ſacrifice, my noble Friends, 
To this beſt Blefling that adorns our Re 
To Liberty, that makes our Name rever'd ; 
To ſacred Liberty the Gift of Gods— _ 
«© To Liberty— their Gift and their Enjoyment ; 
« Which, did they want, — they could not be im- 
f % mortal.“ HAvARDꝰ/UY Regulus. 


LIFE. 


Life's but a walking Shadow; a poor Player, 
That frets and ftruts his Hour upon a Stage; 
And then is heard no more. It is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of Sound and Fury, 
Signifying nothing. SHAKESPEAR's Macbeth. 


They live too long. who Happineſs out- live: 
For Life and Death are Things indifferent : 
Each to be choſe, as either brings Content. 
Daxrpzx' Indian Emperor. 


"Tis not for nothing that we Life purſue ; 
It pays our Hopes with ſomething full that's new; 
Each Day's a Miſtreſs unenjoy'd before : 
Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more. 
Dzxypen's Aurengzebe, 
When I confider Life, tis all a Cheat: 

Vet fool'd with Hope, Men favour the Deceit ; 
Truſt on, and think, 'To-morrow will repay : 
'To-morrow's falſer than the former Day; 
Lies more, aad while it ſays we ſhall be bleſs'd 
With ſome new Joys, cuts off what we poſleſs'd : 
Strange Cozenage ! none would live paſt Years again, 
Yet all hope Pleaſure in what yet remain: pL 
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And from the Dregs of Life think to receive * 7, 
; What the firſt ſprightly Runnin ro nor ie 
. I'm tir'd with- Goku: for this Chymic Gol 


Which fools us youn and beggars us when old. 
yn Daros Aurengzebe. .. 


* Who, who would live, my Narva, juſt . 

This idle Air, and indolently run, | 

Day after Day, the ſtill-returning Round 

Of Life s mean Offices, and ſickly Joys 7 

But in the Service of Mankind to be 
‚ A guardian God below— ſtill to employ 
The Mind's brave Ardour in heroic Aims, 
Such as may raiſe us o'er the groveling Herd, 
And make us ſhine for ever, That is Life. 

| THOMPSON's Sepboniſba. 
- * Life is vainly ſhort; 4 | 

A very Dream of Being : And when Death + <5 
Has quench'd this finer Flame that moves the Heart 
Beyond is all Oblivion, as waſte Night - - © 
That knows no following Dawn, where we ſhall be 
As we had never been, the Preſent then I 
Is only ours. Zurydice. 


Human Life is \thequer'd at the beſt, 
And Joy, and Grief alternately preſide _ 
The good and evil Demon of Mankind. 7 Wa 


Tzacy's Periander. 


' * What, what is Life or Man? 
How quickly do we paſs from one Extreme - 
To the ſteep Verge o r eberl- How we haſte 
From Joy to Miſery— From Life to Death— 
And from a So ing, buſtle into Nothing. 


HavarD's aki” | 

| When Life or Death . 80 
Becomes the Queſtion, all Diſtinctions vaniſh ; // 
Then the firſt Monarch; and the loweſt Slave 
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On the ſame Level ſtand, in this the Sons 


Of equal Nature all. 
Tuoursox' Edward and Eleonora. 


* What is vain Life? an idle Flight of Days 
A ftill-deluſive Round of fickly Joys, 
A Scene of little Cares, and oy Paſſions, 

If not ennobled by ſome Deeds of Virtue ? Py] 


* What art thou, Life, ſo dearly lov'd by all? 
What are thy Charms that thus the Great deſire thee, 
And to retain thee part with Pomp and Titles ? 
To buy thy Preſence, the Gold-watching Miſer 
Will pour his Bags of mouldy Treaſure out, 

And grow at. once a Prodigal. The Wretch 
Clad with Diſeaſe and Poverty's thin Coat, 

Yet holds thee faſt, tho' painful Company. 

O Life ! thou-univerſal Wiſh ; what art thou? 
Thou'rt but a Day— A few uneafy Hours: 


Thy Morn is by the Flocks and Herds, 
And every Bird that flatters with its Note, 
Salutes thy riſing Sun: Thy Noon approaching 


Then haſte the Flies and every creeping lnſeft 

To baſk 5 thy 1 ; OS ar , 

As quic epart, and leave venin 

To — he: 1 Night 1 Hand, 

Then croaks the Raven Conſcience, Time miſpent, 

The Owl Deſpair ſeems hideous, and the Bat 

Confuſion flutters up and down——— ' 

Life's but a lengthen'd Day not. worth, the waking 
for. Havard's King Charles I, 


| F * By Day or Night, 

In florid Youth, or mellow Ape, ſcarce fleets 
One Hour without its Care ! Not Sleep itſelf 
Is ever balmy; for the ſhadowy Dream 
Oft bears ſubſtantial Woe, The Regicide. 


„Life 


x 
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* Life has its various Seaſons, as the Year ; 
And after cluſt ring Autumn - = = = 
= - ww - - in rich Harveſt's Rear 
Bleak Winter muſt have lagg'd. The Regieide, 


* Refle& that Life and Death, Bs Sounds, 
Are only varied Modes of endleſs 
Reflect that Life, like other B 
Derives its Value from its Uſe alone, 

Not for itſelf but for a nobler End 

Th' Eternal ve it, and that End is Virtue, 

When incon t with a greater Good, 

Reaſon commands to caſt the lefs away; : 

Thus Life, with Loſs of Wealth, is well preſerv's, 

And Virtue cheaply ſav'd with Loſs of Life. - 
S. Jounson's Irene, 


* He has too poor a View from Life to it, 
Whoſe Death can only 3 4 


Hill's Merepts 


* The Days of Life are Siſters ; all alike, 
Now juſt the ſame ; which ſerves to fool us on 


Thro' blaſted Hopes, with Change of Fallacy ; 

While Joy is like To-morrow, ftill to come ; 

Nor ends the fruitleſs Chace but in the Grave. 
 YounG's Brotherty. 


LIGHTNING. 


Like Taker bs pd 1 
Which by deſtructive Thunder is purſu = Wy” 
Blaſting thoſe Fields on which it 'd before. 
. RocnesTER's — 


As when ſome dreadful 5 is nigh, 
The winged Fire ſhoots ſwiftly thro* the 'Sky ; | 
Strikes, and conſumes, e er ſcarce it * * 
And by the ſudden 11! prevents the Fear, IF 


 Darpas's Iadian ito 8 N. | 


* 


* 
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LION. 


The Prince in a lone Court was plac'd, 
Unarm'd, all but his Hands, on which he wore 
A Pair of Gantlets. re 
At laſt, the Door of an old Lion's Den 
Being drawn up. the horrid Beaſt appear'd: 
The Flames which from his Eyes ſhot glaring Red, 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the Spectators thought, 
And round them caſt a Day. of Blood and Death ; 
The Prince walk'd forward: The large Beaſt deſcry'd 
His Prey; and with a Roar that made us pale, 
Flew fiercely on him: But Ly{machus 
Starting aſide, avoided his firſt Stroke, 
With a ſlight Hurt; and as the Lion turn'd, 
Thruſt Gantlet, Arm, and all, into his Throat: 
Then with Herculean Force, tore forth by th' Roots, 
The foaming bloody Tongue ; and while the Savage, 
Faint with the Loſs, ſunk to the bluſhing Earth, 
To plough it with his Teeth, your conqu'ring Soldier 
Leap'd on his Back, and daſh'd his Skull to Pieces. 

| Lzs's Alexander. 


Like a caught Lion, raging in the Snare, 
He plunges in his Paſſion, ſpends his Force, 
And ſtruggles with the Toil that holds him faſter, 
"Þ | LIV Mithridatez. 


| It breeds Contempt, 
For Herds to liſten. and preſume to pry, 
When the hurt Lion groans within his Dan 
Adi: Dzrypen's Don Sebaſtian. 
Thus Lions to their Keepers couch, and fawn, 
And diſobey their Hunger. DxrDEN'/ Clomenes, 


| Like a Lion, WO has 
Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
And dar'd the boldeſt Huntſman to the Combat; 2 
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Till caught at length within ſome hidden "TY & 

With foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, 

And roars, * rolls his fiery Eyes in vain: 

While the ſurrounding Swains wound him at Pleaſure. 
Rows's Ambitious ee, 


LOOKS. 


But who art thou, whoſe heavy Looks foretell - * 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue ? 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. 


. 


Thou haſt a grim Appearance. and thy Face 

Bears a Funk) rg in it: Tho" thy Tackle s torn, [ 

Thou ſhew'ſt a noble Veſſel. * 
+ » 4. SHAKESPBAR's Coriolanus, 


Read o'er PU Volame of his lovely Face, 
And find Delight writ there with Beauty's en: 
Examine ev'ry ſeveral Lineament, . e's” 7 
And what obſcur'd in this fair Volume lies, 

Find written in the Margin of his Eyes. | 
SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and end 


O . Heart! hid with N. 
Did ever Dragons keep ſo fair a Cave? 7 
O deſpis'd Subſtance of divineſt Shew ! bx; = 
Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem'ſ ! = 1 
O N ! what hadſt thou to do in Hell, Aſh 
When thou didſt bower the Spirit of a Fiend, 1 
In mortal Paradiſe of ſuch ſweet Fleſh ? | 
Was ever Book containing ſuch vile Matter, 
So fairly-bound ? Oh ! that Deceit ſhould dwell: - 
In ſuch a gorgeous Palace! Ks A. 


If T have veil'd my Look, 
I turn the Trouble of my Countenance { 
Merely upon myſelf, vex'd I am 
of late with Paſſions of ſome Difference, 


Con- 


— ee I EE Ee ee EE —_—_—_—————R——_— - 


OY 


And looks behind him. 


And Loan there' s ſomething roughly noble were, 
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8 only to! myſelf, 
Which give ſome — ng to my Behaviour. - 
SHAKESPBAR's Julius Cæſar. 


See ! what a Grace was ſeated on his Brow ! 


. Hyperion's Curls, the Front of ove himſelf ; 
An Eye, like Mars, to threaten, or command : 


A Combination, and a Form indeed, 
Where ny oy did ſeem to ſet his Seal, 


To give the World Affurance of a Man. 
SHAKESPBAR's Hamlet, - 
In his Looks appears — + nb 
A wild diſtracted Fierceneſs : I can read 


Some dreadful Purpoſe in his Face, "wh 
Sometimes his Anger breaks thro' all Diſguiſes, 
And nor Gods nor Men : And then he ſeems 
Jealous of all the World ; ſulpeQts, and ſtarts, 
Dzxaam's Sopby, 


. Looks as a tempeſinous Wind 
raging e are rolling in her Mind. > 
Dzvpan's Indies Emperor. 


He has 1lnow and whit, | 


Of Greatneſs in his Looks, and of high FRG, 


That almoſt awes me. 
Dxypzn's Marriage A-la-mods. 


| | For his late Diſgrace, 
His confhius Virtue rages in his Face. ' 
SEDLEY's Antony and Cleopatra, 
See where he comes, r 


A gloom Fury has o'erſpread his Face. 
8 * Darb zx Congueft of Granada. 


Mark but bow terrible his Eyes appear! 


Which 
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| Which in unfaſkion'd Nature looks divine, 
And like a Gem, does in the Quarry ſhine. 
Darn: Capes of Granada. 


Fate ln. hy TOO 1 
An m ggard Eyes, looks wildly. out, 
And 7 Os thou ſpeakeſt. 


Dzvpan's All for Lowe; 


VB!uy his warlike Port, 
His fierce Demeanour, and erected _ 
He's of no vulgar Note. id. 


fierce, that thoſe who Go him nearly, 


Mar is havghty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face. 
* Lr - Theadb fu 


| He looks wry 
As if ſome mighty Secret work'd within him, 
And laboured for 2 Vent. 


Why — ſhake thy Brows with chat ery 
Speak: For to me Pace is as the Hear'ns, | 
And when et a1 cannot fear a Storm: 


But now thy er'd Brows ales from th | 
I Weather ; 215 t 'ning ſpar from thy Eyes + 


Speak too, tho* 'Thunder foll 
* * Ceſar Borgia. 


My Heart in me: 4 8 F 
And —_——— ſee my Fate. 
Orwar Orphan. 


Ne er think to fright me with your mighty Looks: | 
Know, I dare ſtem that Tempeſt in your Brow, 
And daſh it back upon you. DzvYDEn's Secret Lowe. 


Hadſt thou thyſelf been by, and but beheld him, 
Thou would'ſt have thought, ſuch was his Majeſty, 


That 
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That the Gods lighten'd from his awful Eyes, 
And thunder'd from his Tongue. 
| | Lzz's Lucius Junius Brutus. 


What Ditorder ? 
What ſad Fate's that that bodes upon your Brow ? 
I ſee your Face 


- Pale, as the Cherubims at Adam's Fall. | 
DarpEx and LEE Duke of Guile, 


| Methinks, you breathe 
Another Soul ; your Looks are more divine ; 
You ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God 
| | Orwar' Venice Preſerv'd; 


An awful Gloom 
Spreads o'er his Face, and gnawing Cares of Love 
Indent his furrow'd Brows. | 


Hiccon's Generous Conqueror, 


> * 


are thoſe graceful Sorrows en that Brow ? 
Why thoſe Looks , by Nature form'd to — 4 
| | 7 id. 


That gloomy Outſide, like a ruſty Cheſt, 
Contains the ſhining Treaſure of a Soul | _ 
| Reſolv'd and brave, Dxrvpen's Don Sebaſtian. 


He looks ſecure of Death : Superior Greatneſs ; 
Like Fove, when he made Fate, and ſaid, thou art 
The Slave of my Creation. 

He looks as Man was made, with Face erect, 
That ſcorns his brittle Corps, and ſeems aſham'd 
He's not all Spirit: His Eyes with a dumb Pride, 
Accuſing Fortune, that he fell not warm; f 
Yet now diſdains to live. Bid. 


1 What 
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What brutal Miſchief fits upon his Brow | 
He may be honeſt, but he looks Damnation 
Dzyven's Don Sebaſtian, 


Each Vaſlal has a wild diſtracted Face, 
And looks as full of Buſineſs, as a Blockhead | 
In Times of Danger. w 


On your Brow, 
A thouſand Deaths fit menacing my Soul. { 
| LE“ Maſſacre of fert. 


See, the King reddens, I 
The Fear which ſeiz'd him-at Alphonſo s Sight 
Is vaniſh'd now | 
And a new Tide returns upon his Cheeks, ' 
And _ and Vengeance ſparkle in his Eyes. 
Dzypan's Love Triumphant. uy" 

What's on who with contrafted Brow, | | 
And ſullen Port, looms downwards with his Eyes, 
At once regardleſs of ory or Liberty. 
He ſhuns my Kindneſ; 2 
And, with a haughty Mien, and ſtern oi | 
Dumbly declines all Office. If he ſpeaks, 


'Tis ſcarce above a Word; as he was born 35 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to tall, 2 : 
At leaſt © to talk, where he muſt not command. 
r - ConcrEve's ea. D. 
Yet Sorrow on bis Brow majeftick fits, s, 


And ſhews that from no common Cauſe it ſprings : 
His Mien ſeems earneſt, and his Looks profound, 


* a aka Buſineſs bent 
e Denns's Ea. 


He wears Affliction in his Af 
And the black Cloud that lowrs upon his Br 
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Seems to declare ſrange Wretchedneſs of Sorrow, 
Denns's Iphigenia. 


Whom would not that majeſtic Mien deceive ? 
And his Friends, godlike Eyes that look Divinity ? 
Why ſhould che facred Charafter of Virtue 
Shine on a Villain's Countenance ? Ye Powers 
Why fix'd you not a Brand on Treaſon's Front? 


rr | 
1 


My Form, alas! has doug 1 leaſe: 
The — of Beauty and Delight — 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading * — 


No laughing Graces wanton in 
But haggard Grief, lean- Auer © Care, 


And Diſcontent, a ruefu 
Dwell on my Brow, all hideous and forlorn. 7 
Rowz': Fane Shore; 
A venerable Alpert i- 


Age fits with decent Grace upon his Viſage, 
And worthily becomes his filver Locks: 
He wears the Marks of many Years well ſpent, 


3 Truth well ty d, . 


arms, and you appear 


Nr F 
— in your Frowns. : 
OR" 4 Tx ar's rama. 


I have obſcrw'd of =" thy Locke are fallen ; 


ercaſt with gloo Care, and Diſcontent. | 
Y n Appison Cato, 


All thy Deformity of Mind breaks out 


thy cruel F and blaſts my Eyes. 
Upon V — 
* 


the Enciin STAGE. 95 
92 nor ee TI to conceal my Thoughts, 


When Difco es and Sun-fhine in my Face, - 
When ifcontent fits Abbe at hes eart. ; 
Appizos' 5 Cato, 


Juſt WP! met vt; at m | 
Then with ſuch ardent. 5 wander'd o'er me, 
And gaz d with ſuch Malignity of Love, 
Suing Mr Soul en Js fh J 

Tone ng. , 

What EXT ; * from his we £ 


What Force, what Majeſty in every Motion 
aun NS POETS | Big, 


His been d to r 
A Mixture of uncertain Chearfulneſs, © 
Like m_ ces wage. wenung cautious Fear. 
WELL's Sir Walter aig, 


* Wis ee 
Thoſe Looks of ſmiling Heaven, of radiant EY 
That min 
No Evil durſt no Sadneſs dwell ; - 
While men 

_ ©  Troureor's framemnen, 


* How diſtant are your Locks, ani how eofre 
Full of Indiff rence 7 Coldnefs and Averſon Wo 
Sit at the Entrance like two baleful Fiends, 3% 
To tell no Pity is contain d within. $919 6 
| Havanrp's Scanderbeg. 
' * I owe full Confidence to All the hats, : 
For in her Eye ſhines Truth, and ev'ry Beam 
Shoots Confirmation round her. j LL's Zara, 


„ But ſce, the comes; and with a Face of Sorrow __ 
That ſpeaks, as one would think, MT. 


Sight he tarted, 


| But Looks are all deceitful ;-and the Eyes 
Oft ill expreſs the Motions of the Heart. 
Where is the down-caſt Eye? Unſteady Look ? 


Are rayleſs as the Duſt. If ſhe be falſe, 


her 
Marrs its own loveliet Work, n ee all Truth. 
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SHIRLEY". s Parricide. 


* Behold, TINY my y Viſage bears the Shock 
Of Accuſation, with ſo foul a Crime 
As Infamy can hardly go beyond! 
Does this expreſs my Guilt or Innocence? | 
Where is the fault ring Tongue? The Crimſon Glon, 
And livid Paleneſs in alternate Rule? 


And all Appearances of conſcious Shame ? Lia. 


5 If ſne be falſe—tow i innocent ſhe looks 1 | 
The Sun is made of Darkneſs, and the Stars 


The 


eav'n, that poard theſe thouſand Graces round 


Fan cis Conflantine, 
ro QUA©1/0.V\S; | 


Oh! Ai of this Tout ickly there, "+ 
My Madam with the everlaſting Voice: 
The Bells in Time of Peſtilence-ne'er made 
Like Noiſe, or were in that perpetual Motion! 
All my Houſe 

Bot now ſteam'd/like a Bath with her thick Breath 3 
A Lawyer could not have been heard, nor ſcarce 
Another Woman, aro) a Hal of Words | 
She has let fall. Buy, Joungow's * 


»- 


{ —_— 


d 
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LOV. ; 
To be in Love, where Scorn is bought with 
n 


Looks, with Heart-ſore One fading Mo- 
or ment 's Mirth, "we : 


Vick rend, watchful weary tediow Nights 


ly won, perhaps, leſs Gain : 

If del. why then a one, er F: 

nl «Folly bough ght with Wit, 

Or elſe a Wit by Folly van uiſh'd, 
SHAKESPEAR's Tave Gentlemen of Vernes. 


pie! fie ! how is this fooliſh Love! 
That, like a te „ will ſcratch the Nurſe, 
And preſently all humbl'd, kiſs the Rod ? 1 
How churliſhly I chid Lacei/z hence? | 
When willingly I would have had her here? 
How angerly I taught my Brow to frown, 
When inward Joy enforc'd 2 om 


7 
- SS *% 
* 


Oh ! how this of Love reembleth 
Th' uncertain Glory LNG 


Which ws ome 
And by-and-by a Cloud takes | 
See SS , e 
Can 'bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a Paſſion 
228 ve my Heart: No Woman's Heart 
does give my Hear: No Woman's * 
Fd Eee „ 
Ne? Motion of the Liver, but the Palate, | 
That ſuffers Surfeit, Cloyment, and Revolt: 
an ming $99} 09 I angry a the Seu eq. OY — 
can digeſt make no * 
——— ———  — | 
And that I owe Ofruie. 
uur al meh Wh | 


Vor. II. i | Fe Ling 5 


- 4 — — — 
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Love can tranſpoſe to Form and Di 
Live looks not with the Eyes, but as. pe the Mind! 
And therefore is wing d Capid painted blind: 
Nor hath Love's Mind of ary Judgment Taſte : 
Wings, and no Eyes, Fi igure, unheedy Haſte : 

And therefore is Love ſaid to be a CKia, 
Becadſe in 1 he often is beguil de. 
As waggiſh Boys themſelves in Game forſwear, 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where, | 

'—___ SHAKEsSPBaR's Midſummer Night's Dream. | 


Love, fair Maid, is an extream Deſire, 
That's not to be examin'd, but fulfilFd: : 
To aſk the Reaſon why thou art in Love:; 
Or, what might be the nobleſt End in Love; 
Would overthrow that kindly riſing Warmth, 

That many Times ſlides ge r Er the Heart: rr 
Twould make thee grave ſtaid, thy e 
would be 2 
Like a thrice-married Widow, full of Ends,.. 2 
And void of all Compaſſion ; and to fright thee 
From ſuch Enquiries : Whereas thou art now 
Living in Ignorance, mild, freſh, and ſweet, 
And but ſixteen ; the knowing what Love is, 


Would make then fix and fo 1 10 
Went , * | 


What Sacrifice of Thanks, what A ge. of Service ; 
What Danger of more dreadful Look than Death? 
What willing Martyrdom to crown me conſtant, 
May merit ſuch a Goodneſs, ſuch a Sweetneſs ! 
A Love ſo N "EY no Power can ruin. + 

AUMONT" 5 Cuſlom of the cb. 


To what "oe: Things this Love converts us ! 
What ſtinkin _ Things, and how Tweedy _ become 


Murder's a gs Virtue with theſe Lover | . 
A ſpecial Piece of Divinity I take it: 


I may be mad, or violendy drunk, 


> 


17 di 


N 
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Which is a Whelp of that Liner or L my ba co- 
vetous, 

Ard learn to. murder Mens Eltates too 4 thats hal 


Or proud, "but that's a Paradiſe to this; ay, * 

Or envious, and fit eating of myſelf, a 

At other's Fortunes: I may lye, and dumably, If 
Beyond the Patience of an honeſt Heater': -'*' r 
Cozen, cut Purſes, fit th" Stocks for A 2%, I 
But when T am a Lover, Lord have Morey f «3 K 
Theſe are polting Sins, or rather Plagues, 2 
Love *r Ambition draw the DeviPs Coach. 


b 5. nnn b. « 
0k! whats eg, my Lone, e * 
That thus unthrones me e 
I ſee the Errors that I would avoid, 1 * 
And have my Reaſon ſtill, but not the 05e 0 
It hangs about me like a witherd Limbzt i 15 7, 
Bound up, and numb'd by ſome Diſeaſes Froſt;, _ 
The Form the 07 but all the Uſe is loſt. 
|  Howasv's Feftal Wa 


; £ me beg of Love n fuck, ai i" 

That e N or too much. 1 ,_ 
Drop — 3 

Love is che nobleſt Frailty of the Mind. i 2 


Love gives Eſteem, and then he gives beten; 3; 1 
He either finds Equality, or makes it; | 
Like Death, he knows no Difference in Degree, 
But n and 1 al. i 
"DivDan's Marriage 4-la- Made, 
It enters at the Eyes, DC. A 
ke ſubtil Lightning flies. 19" 
ne s bn _ cle, 


5 * » 


' 


* 
1 


And to ka 


_— 


- * . » 
9 4 II 9 4 V h 
Cs -g# v4 S 6 * * * „„, «..£ 3% \ 4 
, 1 . 
| . Love's 
+. £ 7 2 = * 
1 of 0 - 
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Wi an Enchantment where 
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| Love's an heroic Paſſion, which can find 

* Room in any baſe degenerate Mind: 

It kind les all the Soul wi Honour's Fire, 

To make the Lover worthy his Deſire, | 

p ; Dxrpen's Congueft of Granada, 


Love is that Madneſs which all Lovers have: 
But yet it's ſweet and ſo to rave: 
9 
Bat Paradiſe is in th' enchanted Ground: f 5 
A Palace void of Envy, Cares, and Striſe, #214) 
Where gentle Hours delude fo much of Life; - 
To take thoſe Charms away, and ſet me free, 
Is but to ſend me into Miſery : 
And Prudence, of whoſe Care you ſo much boaſt, 
| Reftores the Pains which that ſweet Folly loſt. Ibid. 


To Providence and Chance commit the Reſt ; 
Let us but love enough, and we are bleſt., bad. 


In Love what Uſe of Prudence can there be ? | 
More perfe& I, and yet more ul She! 
| One Look of hers my Ref ation breaks, 
- Reaſon itſelf turns Folly when ſhe f 
And aw'd by her, whom it was Wb 
e ee 
b | Dx ypax'; State of. 


5 My 1 a noble Madneſs, 

Which Gans the Cauſe deſerves it. Moderate hides 
Fits vulgar Love, and for a'vulgar Man : | 
But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent Paſſion, 

I ſoar'd, at firſt, quite out of Reafon's View, 
And now am loft above it. Da Tx“ All for Lowe. 


All Love ma be expell'd by Love, , 
As Poiſons are by Poif +: who, 


But I maſt tonne e. Fu" ne a op 
we th by dong Flew ca 


* 
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In Minds refolv'd weak Love in hrt to Flight, - 
And only conquers when we dare not 
But we indulge our Harms, and while. 


Entrance, pleaſe ourſelves into our $ gain 
25 Darn Secret Lee. 


Love various Minds does vari \ 
He ſtirs in e Nature's gentle le . 


Like that of Incenſe on 4 oO. 
But ragin me. 7 44-5 Souls invade ; 


A Fire, whi oy wind Pſion bows, 


With Pride it — 7 
Daros“ — 


Small Hope attends ty Care: Zia 
Teber Os . FF Ibid. - 


wa a Child that talks in broken Langua 
Yet then he ſpeaks moſt plain. * 
Darbzw' Troilus 
þ 


Let Honour go, or ſtay, 
There's more Religion in my $006 ame, 


Love is chat Paſſion which refines he Soul 3 


* — 
„ 
> > 7 4 Y % U 
* 4 — 1 0 


Firſt made Men Heroes, and thoſe Heroes Gods: 


Its genial Fires inform the fluggiſh Ma; #*. * 


* 


The Ru ſoften, and the Tim'rous warm; 
Gives Wit 3 I 
1 4 LY 


* 


ry 


The 
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The Reg of Life is an ignoble Calm ; 

The Soul unmov'd by Love's inſpiring Breath, 

Like lazy Waters ſtagnates and corrupts. 
Hrocons's Generous Conqueror. 


oh that Paſſion, as thou would'ſt thy pe) 
The deadlieſt Foe to human Happineſs, 
'That e. all our Joys, deſtroys our Quiet. 
Love like a beauteous Field at firſt a ——_— 
Whoſe pleafing Verdure raviſhes'the 9 wy g 
But all within the hollow treacherous ihe, 
Is nought but Caverns of Perdition. Bid. 


Methinks it lightens 
The Weight of my Calamities, that thou 
Art yet a Kin to my Infirmity, ö 
And bear'ſt thy Part in Love's melodious Its; | 
Love like that Bane perfum'd infects the Mind, 
That ſad Dalight, that charms all Womankind. 


Las': ones 
Why doſt abba * me thus, 
And puſh >. oa the very van of 'of Glory ? Where, 


I look, and tremble at the e EL? 
Aud yet even there, to the vaſt Bottom, don 
My raſh Adventurer, Love, would have me le, 
And graſp my Athenais with my Ruin. Ibid. 


Early thou know'ſt laſt Night I went do 15 
Bat long, my Friend, e'er Slumber clos'd my 7 = 
Long was the Combat fought 'twixt Love and lory; 
The Fever of my Paſſion eat me up; 

My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled: 
My Bed was. all afloat with the cold Drops 

That mortal- Pain wrung from my lab'ring Limbs : 
MWM Groans more deep than others dying Gas. VF 


8 i " 5 a #). £7 \ 
Oh! 


3 


J. 


5 


* 
= : 
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Oh! he is loſt in a fond Maze of um 
The idle Truantry of callow Boys ! _ _ 2 
I'd ſooner truſt my Fortunes with "a Daw,” I | ; 
That hops at every Butterfly he ſees 
Than have to do in Honour ror a Man, 

That ſells his Virtues for- a Woman's Smiles.” - 
OTwarY's O, 


Curſe on this Link this little Senn Cann. Love 1 ; 
That frights Fools with his — Bow of Lathe 
Out of their feeble Senſes. ia. 


If it be hopeleſs Love, uſe gen'rous Means ; ; 


And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound: V 

Take in a new Infection to the Heart, * 

And Gy rank es of the old will die. | 
 . OrwarY's Caius Marian. 


With folded Arms, 10 down - caſt Eyes he ſtands, 


The Marks and Emblems of a Woman's Fool! 1514. 


I knew twere Madneſs to declare this Tru, 
And A 'twere Baſeneſs to deny my Love: © 
ch a Love kept at ſuch awful Diſtance, | E 
2 what it loudly dares to tell a Rival,” * 
Shall fear to whiſper there] Queens may be od. 
And ſo may Gods; elſe why are Altars rais d? 
Why ſhines the Sun, but that he may be view 'd? 
But, Oh ! when he's too bright, if then we gase, 
Tis but to ah and cloſe our Eyes in Darkneſs. 
Daros Span 2 


And Love once d, ann | 

But oft ner once yaoi W Rn 2 

Be ih Gs Que af if hp 
x piuetive he nl of ol you | 
More eos the Bight, than Thed e, 


1574. 


2 
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Alas! thou kuow' not whit it is bo loves 
3 1 157 s 
| Whole poliſh'd Steel from far ſeverely ſhines, | . 
Is not fo dreadful as this beauteous Queen : by 

When we behold an Angel, not to fear, 
Is to be impudent. Daros“, Span; Friar, 


Dian thou ot know. pd Ido, 
angs, t ortures of a ſlighted Love, 

Thou would'ſt not wonder at this. ſudden Change ! 
For when ill-treated, it turns all to Hate, 
And the then Darling of our Soul's Revenge. 


PoweLi's Trearherou Brother. 


4 Love's 2 greater Kin 
Nay, a Tyrant, a Devil, that = 


He tunes the Organs of my Voice, and ſpeaks | 
uſhes me, 24. 


Unknown to me within me; p 
n 
Darp zw“ Dos bebe fler: 


Love is not Sin, eee 
Mine is a Flame ſo holy, and ſo clear, a 
That the white Taper leaves no Soot behind, 
yh Sy 14. 

make our Lives top long 
Yorke ary rot 197g eaſes, Wants, nes e 1 
And daſh honor Ferenc | 


Sprinkled Fits, and with « ſparing Hand. 8 
* Dx ypen's Ampbitrion, 


O artleſe Love! where the Soul moves the Tongue, 
* * n. | 
Daros King Arthur. 


Love's Folge is Bern in Conntrſes Ed with Ke. 
e Pole-Str in the North of avis | 
— ne 

ve reigns: | 


* 
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Tread 


God diſdainin A 
co the Fences of Snow; | | 
| his Warmth ſupplies the diſtant gun. 


Daros“ FP "I - 


\ Troe Love is ver happy, but by Halves ;. 
An vil Sunſhine, mat Buy Fits appear 
I: ſmiles by Moments, but it_mourns by Years. Id 


Long aud A pe NOS brave Atchlers: 
For La N Seoul ths faikes upon the Flint, 


ca reads th His exerts 2 hidden Flame, 
And ſpreads the Sparkles round, to warm orld: 
Triamphant.. 


LY 


162 


Duypan's Love 
We lov'd, without trauſgreſſing Virtoe's Bounds ;_ 
ve fx'd'thy Link of our waderet. Thoy hes ; 


Honour, and there 12 5 
ire, but were not 42 
might love with more, 15 
Rays of Minds leſs pure than ours: _ 
enjoy'd, dar to their holy Feaſts z 2 
Let the Fools, E I OY 
Who follow Fortuna, live upon ben Smiles ;, aig TM 
All our Proſperity is 'plac'd in Love: . 
We have e e that to make us happy. 


SOUTHERN' Cen} 
Love is s SubjeRt to-himſelF alone, 3 -3 {498 © PRIN 


And knows no other Empire men nir . Fi 
wy Laxspown's Lege Eachanters. | 


Love's an ignoble Joy below your Can |: 
Glory fall make Kein with Fame in Ware Ag"! 
Honout's the noble Choice, p 9 * 

And the Loſs of with Fame 
If Gill pale fack Adds your Love _ 
NS Hat ails. 

. 


* 


——_ 
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O Love! thou Bane of the moſt 'gen'rous Souls! 
Thou doubtful Pleaſure, and thou certain Pan! 
What Magic's thine that melts the hardeſt Heart? 
- That fools the wiſeſt Minds ? 
442 2. Lansbown's Heroick Love. 
© Love ! bow hard a Fate is thine! | 
Obtain'd with Trouble, and with Pain preſerv'd ; 
Never at Reſt, _ O10 140 #ik 1.264 Vid. 
Love, like a Meteor, ſnews a ſhort-liv'd Blaze; 
Or treads through various Skies a wand'ring Maze: 
Begot by Fancy, and by Fancy led; N 
Here in a Moment, in a Moment fled: 
But fix d by Obligations it will laſt; 
For Gratitude's the Charm that binds it faſt. 
„ Lansbown's Few Venice. 


: Life without Love's a Load, Time flands ſtill: 
| What we refuſe to him, to De be give: 
And then, then only, when we love we live. - - 
ND e ConcREve's Mourning Bride. 
O Love l thou Bane of an unhappy Maid; 
Still art thou baſy at my panting Heart ; | 
Still doſt thou melt my Soul with thy ſoft mw 


. 


_-_ 


And N Ruin pleaſing: Fondly I try, 
By Gales of Sighs, and Floods of ſtreaming Tears, 
To yent my Sorrows and aſſwage my Paſſions ; 
Still new Supplies renew th' exhauſted Store, 
Love reigns my Tyrant: To himſelf alone 
He vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt, t, 
And baniſhes all Thou 7 ring 9 I 
Kors Ambitious Stepmather, ' 
Alas 1 Beliza ! thou haſt never known | 
The fatal Power of a reſiſtleſs Love! 
Like that avenging Guilt which haunts the Impious, 
In vain we ftrive by flying to avoid it: 
In Courts and Temples is purſues us till, 


— 


— 
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And in the -doodeft Cliniwurewiilihackeaddt 5 ad oY 
Al rr eng Pale pros Fore 0. 
And every aims its Forces ' 

T ——_— 


Believe me, my Beliza, I am grown - 
80 fond of the dlaſon that has charg'd me, _— 
I hate the officious Hand that offers Cure. | hid. 


Talk not of Reaſon + What but Love is Reon 
For what but Love is*Happineſs ? 4 
Log firſt appears with Reaſon in the Soul, * 

And 5% 9 with Reaſon it decays. 
"Dannis': el ue 


The idle God of Love fupinely dreams 
 Amidft inglorious Shades and putling 9 188 
In rolp — and fantaſtic Chains. ** 
He binds deluded Maids,” and fimple Swains; 
With ſoft Enjoyments, woos them to forget 
The hardy Þ oils, and Labour of the 8 it: 
But, if the warlike Trumpet's loud Alarms . 
To virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arme; 5 
The Coward Boy avows his abe Fear, f bad 
On filken Wings ſublime he cuts the 

Scar'd a5 the y ie Naw an Th of 


ers Tn 


Spight of the wan ht beten in my Saul; 
ight of the Pangs which Jealouly has coſt me, "4 
his haughty Woman reigns within my Breaſt; © 
In vain I firive to put her from my Thoughts, =_ 
To drive her out; with Empire and Revengs ;': "$f «4 
Still ſhe comes back like a retiring Tide, . "NY 
That ebbs a while; gs OT 34} 22 
ee of prank a; - the. 
4 It exceeds yh 4 wb 
My Power to ceaſe 20love, but tho a Wreth 
Scorch ' d in a, Fever, cannot ceaſe to think 3: : 


5 = 
= N. . * 
4 } 


© 
* 
* 
„ 
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* 
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——ů to bind bi away, a 
Or Are 
. an een . 


Bor great i the abe of our vain der, 
Who Wik the Number of their fond. Admirers. 
Alone can make them happy . — de indeed 
Who unſubdu d by Love his Power defies, 


with t her num rous Conqueſts 
ron ſhaders 


mo careleſs Air, the Triumph of her 
eee, eee 


We find in Spight of our fantaſtick Pride, MLA 
We mou'd more true and Pleaſure prove, 
Were we beloy'd by none but we love. 1. 


Did I not labour, ſtrive, All-ſeeing Powers f 


Did I not weep-and ore your Aid ; © © © 
Bare Clos o Incl 6 your les Ano? 


. Oh ! I calld Heay'n and Eardh om an 


Nleas d, fa pt e bre e: 


the ambitious Fame of Thirſt an Empires ; 
all the honeſt Pride of conſcious Virtue : 

led, rav'd, the new-born Paſſion rei "Y #4 
Almig in its Birth. erm A 2 


Love is a blind and fooliſh Paſſion ; 


Appen Cate.” 
When Love's well-tim's, tis not a Fault to lone: 


Believe me, Prince, tho' hard io conquer Love, | 
*Tis eaſy to direct, and break its Force: 1355 
Abſence might cure it, or a ſecond Mi 


' Light op another Flame, ot put out this, | ys 


* 


- Now 
* ö 
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low Glory, and confeſs his Father 
Love is not to be reaſon'd down, or loſt © 
hi Ambition, and a Thirſt of ; 


© , 4 2 * , 

” 3 

To make ſuch Ravage in a noble | . » thick "2 
Li1 4. ran ee 2 1 


Reſiſted all in vain, Love fi minis 
It's high Pre- eminence, whilkt I, Me r I 
Rolling a Stone upon Aſcent, Hoch e 
Which ſoon with Violence and rapid Speed. 
N only ean begin 
A ſecond and leſs Labour. Bacxmanau'sStivies} 
The Hero ſhakes in vain the whizzing Spear, © 
Boaſts the rich Trophies and the Pomp ö Wir, © | © 
Though Captive Princes ſweat his Chains, 
A greater Foe unconquer d yet remains: | 


* 2 | 


— 4 
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- Love feels with Rival's Pride and envious Shame, 
His growing Honours and aſpiring Fame; | 
Then his big Schemes are in a Moment croſt, 
Beauty unnerves him, and the World is loſt. 

N | - B8CKINGHAM's Scipte, 


Love ſtrong in Wiſh, is weak in Reaſon, ſtill, 
Forming a thouſand IIls which ne'er ſhall be, 
And like a Coward, kills itſelf To-day 
With fancy'd Grief for Fear it die To-morrow, 

| _ SEWELL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


O Love ! what Miracles by thee are wrought, 
How doſt thou mix thy Cauſes in one Day, 
Crowding the Woes and Happineſs of Years ; 

All Paſſions that divide the human Breaſt, 
Sink it in Sorrow, or exalt with Joy. 
Hope, Anguiſn, Tranſport, Anger, Fear, 
All have reign'd here within the ſcanty Space. 
Let this ſuſſiea, imperious Deity | 
Be all my future View, one bright Serene, 
One lengthen'd Sunſhine of unſpotted Bliſs, | 
Where Fear, nor Damps, nor Sorrow caſts a _ 
Love, like od'rous Zephyr's grateful Breath 
Repays the Flow'r that Sweetneſs which it borrow'd ; 
Uninjuring, uninjur'd, Lovers move 
In their own Sphere of Happineſs confeſt, 
By mutual Truth avoiding mutual Blame. 
T9 4  MiiTon's Comms. 


* Love's a godlike Paſſion that diſdains 
Cold Policy, and the dull Forms of State. 
Cn. Jounson's Sultangſi. 


® Love, ſole Lord and Monarch o'er itſelf, 
Allows no Ties, no Pictates but its own. 3 
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To that m ;008 arbitrary Power, Pl: 
Reaſon points out, and Duty pleads eds i int 


 MoTTLEY's Imperial Captive; 
0 When o'er our Hearts fond Love has got Domi- 


nion 


With his own Blindneſs he infefts his Su jects. 
8 FaowpR's Fall of Saguntum, 


F © Love is not in our Power, i 
Nay, what ſeems ſtran er, is not in our Choice: 

2 only love, where Fate ordains we ſhould, 

, blindly fond, hs ſuperior Merit. Ai 2 

„ 


®, The hapleſs Maid who to Love's Pow's gives 
ay . 
Becomes to endleſs Cares a ein prey: Bo / 
No more her paſt Tran ane regains, _. „ f 
In vain ſhe ſtruggles with the galling Chains 
A Slave ſhe is, 2 ſtill a Slave remains. 


Erin. Har wood's D. of Brunſwick Lunenburgh,” 


»CLove, my Lord, you know. 
Is not th' Effect of Reaſon, or of Will. 

Few feel that Paſſion's Force becauſe they chuſe it, 
And fewer yet, when it becomes their Buty. d. 


* Why ſhould we kill the beſt of Paſſions, Love? 
It aids he Hero, bids Ambition riſe 18,372 i 
To nobler Heights, inſpires immortal Deeds, [ 

Eren ſoftens Brutes, and adds a: race to Virtue. 


TromrsoN's Sophoniſba. . 


| * "Tis all the Buſineſs of the wanton Boy 4 

To roam from Breaſt to Breaſt to 8. PoWwr : ; 
Regardleſs of the Joys or Pains, 1 . 8 
Wenn - 


WanDaeronD: s 


=_ 
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Oh Love! imperious Monarch of Mankind! 
What, tho' I ſpread my Conqueſt o'er the World, 
Vet is the Victor — in his Turn: | 
In vain 1 try to rend this Chain of Adamant, 
Eng a . taken _—_ —_ n 
more, more I ſtrive to break em. 
Tacr' Nriamer. 


- Mii we hon. Love, ſo ſeated in the Soul, 
That not the Din of Battle drives thee hence ? 
Tho” round us various Scenes of Horror crawd, 
peta other Region of our Thoughts 
* . in and Blood, 
Ton can ſt maintain ſome flow ry Eminence, 
Frese to thyſelf, on which, like hallow'd Ground 
| Thoſe Fiends of War, Terror, and frowning Rage 
| * not intrude. BrTLAAS Injur'd Innocence. 


What! le this peeviſh b 
His Vot ries into Children like himſelf ? * 
That, fretfully, for Baubles, they refuſe 


Tue moſt ſubſtantial Good. 


Love to the future blind, each ſober Thought 
Each Conſequence defpiſing, ſcorning all, 
But what its own enchanting Dreams ſuggeſt. 
"HOMPSON's 


No Auger, no Diltaſte can dwell with. Love. 
With Love ours ennobled, into Friendſhip,. 
That while it ſooths, invigorates the Heart: 
Union of Wiſhes, Harmony of Wills, 2 
Blended and loſt in one n Intereſt, 
One undivided Hap „ beyond. 


WT, The ſolitary, 8 Pride of Power 


That dazzles, not delights. T fur. 
9 Love is a Paſſion whoſe ffects are various, 
It ever brings or fome Vice Al pon the Soul, 

| Some Virus, o ſom all then unknown, 


d 


De- 
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Degrades the Hero, and makes Comnrds valiant. I 

= Whenit n | 

Open and apt to the Torrent in; p * 

It owns no no Reſtraint it knows 

But ſweeps down all tho Heav'n and Hell oppoſe; . 

Ev'n Virtue rears in vain her ſacred Mound | 

Ras'd in its 70» or in its Swellings drown'd. _ 
Brooke's Guftavus Vaſa. 


hty Love ! what Wonders are not thine } 
as as th - breathes upon the Soul, 
By thee, the Haughty bend the ſuppliant Knee, 
By thee; the Hand of Avarice is 0 — 
Into Profuſion; by thy Power the 
Of Cruelty is melted into Softneſs; 2 
The Rude ou tender, and the Fearful bold. 
-_ », PaTERSON 's Arminius, o 


* He praiſes Love, as. if he were a Lover. 99 44 
He blames the falſe Purſuit of Youth, | 
Calls them gay Folly, a miſtaken Struggle 87 
Againſt beſt-judging Nature. Heay'n,. he ſays, 
In laviſh Bounty form'd the Heart for Love; + 
In Love included all the finer Seeds My 
Of Honour, Virtue, Friendſhip, pureſt — 

Taoursox' Tancred and Gt 


Love, that 

The Schemes of Wiſdom "Bill that : wich 

Paſſion, F | 
Blind and impetuous in its fond Purſuits, | 

Leaves the grey-headed Reaſon far behind. 1. 


* Learn all my Frailty, then — 
My Life's a Combat, keen Aufterity | 
Subjects my Nature to abſtemious 
I've baniſh'd from my that trait'rous 
That either works to V pralices of . 
n the manly Breaſt, to Woman 
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Or on the burning Sands, or deſert Rocks, 
With thee I bear of Intlemency of Climates, 
Freeze at the Pole, or ſcorch beneath the Line. 
For all theſe Toils Love only can retaliate, | 

The only Conſolation or Reward ! 

Fruit of my Labours, Idol of my Incenſe 
And ſole Divinity that I adore. 
Miller's Mahomet. 


| Can Love be Weakneſs call'd 
That charms the ſtrongeſt Conqueſts of the Mind! 
That ſubjects Reaſon to the Tie of Senſe, 
And pulls Ambition from its „ fix'd Seat? 
AVARD's Regulus. 


* * 0 thou not yet, when Love invades the 
* r 
That all her Faculties receive his Chains? 
That Reaſon gives her Scepter to his Hand, 
Or only ſtruggles to be more enſſav d. 
8. Jonxsox ' Irene. 


Let not the flow' ry Scenes of Joy and Peace, 
That faithleſs Paſſion to the View preſents, 
Enſnare thee into Woe—— Thou ſittle know'ſt 
What Miſchiefs lurk in each deceitful Charm ; g 
* Griefs attend on Love. _ The Regicide. 


O gilded Curſe ! 
More fair than roſy Morn, when firſt ſhe ſmiles 
O'er the dew- x gp Verdure of the Spring ! 
But more deceitful, ryrannous, and fell, 
Than _— OED and devouring 2 


n There is in Loves Power, 
There is a ſoft Divinity that draws, - 
Eon from Diſtreſs, theſe * that delight 


ot The 


16 
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The Breaſt they pain, and its beſt Powers exalt 
Above all Taſte of Joys from ve Life" 5 * 
| ALLET's Alfred. 


* If Love, my Lord, is Choice, who loves in vain 
Should blame himſelf alone; but if tis Fate, 
"Tis Fate in all. Youne's Brothers, 


* As Love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, 
Love only feels the marwellous of Pain; 
Opens new Veins of Torture in the Soul 
And wakes the Nerve where Agonies are wy” 
D id. 


Love ne'er ſhould die: _ PE 
'Tis,the Soul's Cordial: "Tis the Fount of Life; 


- Therefore ſhould ſpring eternal in the Breaſt, 


One Object loſt, another ſhould ſucceed; . 
And all our Life be Love, > | 


'* Short is the Courſe of lawleſs Pleaſure'z 
Grief, like a Shade, on all its Footſteps waits 
Scarce viſible in Joy's meridian Height; 
But downward as its Blaze declining ſpeedss 
The dwarfiſh Shadow to a Giant ſpreadds 

MiL rox“ Comms." 


* May Scorn purſue her wanton Arts, 
And all the painted Charms that Vice can wear, 
Yet oft o'er credulous Youth ſuch Syrexs triumph, 
And lead their captive Senſe in Chains as * "ny 
As Links of Adamaunt. mi. 

* Are theſe the Pleaſures of unlawful Love? 


Are theſe the promis'd Joys, ſo ill exchang d 


For thoſe that Innocence alone can give? © | 
How ſtrong is the Deluſion of our Fancy! 


«| v4 _ - 
#4... *, 6 
* * 


- 


th 
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That wich Falſe Colours dreſſes up a Dream 


Of em oys and viſionary Bliſs. 
Py J : Frxownp 2's Philtas. 


2 Servile Inclinations and groſs Love 
The guilty Bent of vicious Appetite ; 
At firſt a Sin, a Horror ev'n in Bliſs 4 
e the Senſes, and lay waſte the Man: 

ons irregular, and next a Loathing 
Quickly ſucceed to daſh the wild Defire. _ 


Havary's Scanderbeg, © 


Am l then ſo vile, 
So loſt to Reaſon, Honour, common Honour, _ 
As without Love, that all-compellin lind 
Without debafing, thonghtleſs, Pplinck bli „ Fats 
Lo — — 2 
To this low fearful State of coward Shame ? 
THoOMPs0N's 3 ; 


1 :os, PIO e thre? all the wanton World; 
There are a thouſand Beauties to enſnare, 
N u oats ge n | 


| lect as kindly as 
or Reports ae 
Who like your Sex prove in Extreme; 


Whoſe ragin n like flamin IR 
4 — and burn away to ng. 


Sni Barricide. 
LOVE Virus. 


* Where iriteſt Virtue, ſofteſt Love unite 
How fierce the Rapture, and the Blaze how bright? 


Fo om | 


a 
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* I know a Paſſion ftill more deeply A 
Than fever d Youth _ — and that is Love, 
B Experience d into riendſhip. 

[= far beyond that froward Child of Fancy ? 
With Beauty pleas'd a-while, anon dif; 
ſome other Toy ; how far more noble 


Is that eight of unchanging Reaſon, - 
That fonder 19 and charms for Cre: | 
eee 1 

„ve Libertines, 


Ye lawleſs Rovers, who, to fate Defire, | 
thro' all Love's Province! can ye find 
4 Gem like Views or oth only Good, 
AC irtue l— tis 

An Emanation of that Source of Li 


Whoſe all-creating Ward, from Dar r 
— Firmanen, and and bid it ſhine 
Manas A, 


* . GR 
3 and i Role 
ut virtuous prompts the Fheavuly — » 
And ent hes CREE Fire. 
8. — 


Keen are the Þ 
Of ha IA, and Paſſion unapprov d: 


But w 22 2 — 
Reciprocally breath'd, confirm the Tie, 


Joy dolls on Joy, an unexhaufted Stream | 
And Virtue Comes men with Peace. 


| dues + 
FALLING: ; in LOVE. 


O Heavens 7 


- 


Why does my Blood thus muſter to my Hen. 
Malcing it bath vaabls the 1r, 
And dilpoſleſling all my other Pure 5 
Of necellary Fitneſs ? 2 And 


- 


* 


418 We BEAUTIES of 
And even ſo 


The general Subjects, to a well-wiſh'd King, 

Quit their own Part, and in obſequigus Fondneſa, 
Crowd to his Preſence, where their untaught Love 
Muſt needs appear Offence. 


SHAKESPEAR's Meaſure for Meaſure. 


Oh I am wounded — Not without, 
But angry Cupid bolting from her Eyes, 
Hath ſhot himſelf into me like a Flame; 
Where now he flings about his burning Heat, 
As in a Furnace ſome ambitious Fire, - 


Whoſe Vent is topt.. Bx. Jounsow's Yoſpone. 


O Love! O curſed Boy 
- Where art thou that torment'ſ me thus unſeen, 
And rageſt with thy Fires within my Breaſt, 
With idle Purpoſe to inflame her Heart, 
Which is as inacceſſible and cold * 
As the proud Tops of thoſe aſpiring Hills, 
Whoſe Heads are wrapp'd in everlaſl Snow, 
Tho' the hot Sun roll o'er them every Day: 

And as his Beams, which only ſhine above, 
Scorch and conſume in Regions round below : ¼ 
So Love, which throws ſuch Brightneſs thro' her 


Eyes, Fs | 
Leaves her cold Heart, and burns me at her Feet. 
My Tyrant, but her flattering Slave, thou art; 
CM age mn, her lovely Face, a Fire within my 

© BR " _ » RocCnesTER's Yalentinian. 


Ho faſt I languiſh, and how ſoon I love 

Armies, when they begin to diſobey, 

And fearful grow, melt not ſo faſt away 

Before the Foe, who puſhes on the Day. | 
| R DavgenaxT's Circe. 

I m pleas'd and pain'd, ſince firſt her Eyes I ſaw, 
were ſtung with ſome Tarantula To 


w * 4 a7 © 
He + "4 . 
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Arms, and the duſty Field I leſs * 

And ſoften ſtrangely in ſome new 

Honour burns in me, not ſo fiercely bri 

But pale as Fires When maſter d by the gh, 

Ev'n while I ſpeak and look I change — more, | 
And ne ˙ before. 
I'm numb'd and fix'd, and ſcarce my Eye-balls move; 
I fear it is the Lethargy-of Love! . 

'Tis he ! I feel him now in every Part, | 
Like a new Lord he yaunts about my Hear, SURF. Pt 
Surveys in State each Corner of my Breaſt : * 
And now nme 7 


Da rx — of Granada, 


I'm all o'er Love: 
Nay, I am Love: Love ſhot, and ſhot ſo faſt, | 
ne _— 


ce. Oh Caftatio! thou haſt — % 


My fooliſh Heart, and like a tender Child 
That truſts his Play-thing to another Hand, 
I fear its Harm and fain would have it back. £ 
OrwarY's Orphan. 
Tlook'd and gaz d, and neves miſs'd my Heart, * 
It fled ſo pleafingly away : But now my Soul bes 
Is all Lavinia s; now the is fix'd - „ 
Firm in my Heart; by ſecret Vows made wks, * | 
The indelible * of faithful Love i 
OTwar's Caius Marte, 


A Change fo ſwift, what Heart did ever feel 2 25 
It ruſn'd upon me like a mighty Stream, bes 
And bore me in a Moment far from Shore: al 
I've lov'd away myſelf in one ſhort, Houn: | 
Already am I gone an Age in Paſſion. „ 
Was it his Youth, his Valour, or Success, 
r might perhaps be found in other Men: 


* 
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Tas that Re chat awful Homage 
That fearful Love which-trembled in his 


And with a filent Earthquake ſhook his Soul. 
Dz rYpen's Span; Friar.. 


I am not what I was B fince Yeſterday, 
My Food forſakes me, and my needful Reft; 
Think muck? peak tide, and in fpeakin 

mu in * 
When I fee Torri/mwnd, I am unquiet; b leb: 
And when I ſee him not, I am in Pain. 
1 — — {2 
hinking on forgot my Name, 
Fob pom} iy —— 4 
I went to Bed, and to m I thought 
That I would think on 7orri/mond no more; 
Then ſhut my Eyes, but could not ſhut out him: 
I turn'd and try d each Corner of my Bed, 
To find if Sleep was there, but Sleep was I6ft : 
Feveriſh for Want of Reſt I roſe, and walk d, 
And by the Moonſhine to the Windows went, 
There thinking to exclude him from my Thoughts. 
I caſt my Eyes upon the nei hbouring Fields, 
And e'er I was aware, figh' to myſelf, l 


2 me z 


There ſought my Torriſmond. | Did. 
Would I had been a Man: e 
With 8 1 v7 WED hi Friend- 

P - 


Perhaps from long Experience of my Faith, 
He might 3 me better cas the reſt: 
Amidſt the Dangers of the horrid War, 

Still I had been the neareſt to his Side; 

In Courts and Triumphs ftill had mar d his Joys: 
Or when the ſportful Chaſe had call'd us forth, 
Together we had chear'd our alte, ; 


Together prels'd the Savage o'er the Plain 


7 Aud 
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And w! o'er labour with the pleaſing Toil, 3 
, verdant , * 1 
1 * _ Rows” 2 122 
I ptuous, and too rudel: 
bene : But oh your 2 
on in my 


— 
Have taken ample V on my Folly, 
By cauſing — — Soul, oP 1 
Than my 1 Boldneſs can in'your's: 
What not a Look! O turn thoſe beauteous Eyes, 
And with another Glance confirm me dead. | 
If yet I live, for I have SR | 
Of Love, that it already has o'&rwhelm'd 
My Reaſon, rais'd # Tempeſt in my Breaſt, | 
Which racks my Soul; but oh the mighty Pleaſure,” 
LORE DE mega 
n u pain'd me lefs, you > ple : 
. fe | Tx ar's Han. 
1 1 * any, — _ reſtrain - 
Lightnin your „ on Spot, 
Its Force ſhould flaſh me dead. But tis in vain, 
Vou cannot check the killing Darts of Love, 
8 yourſelf you pleaſe, and in one Moment, 
e Glory of your Cenqueſt-is compleated. Ibid, 
Prodigious Change ! that a licentious Monarch, 
Who many Years with bang let Les, "4 
Has — fo. Beauty, ſhould at laſt 
Become a very fighing whining. Lover, 
As e' er Romance or Poetry could form: 
'Till now I knew not what it was to love; ' 
My looſe Deſires deſerv d a fouler Name,. 
But this fair Charmer has refin'd my Paſhong, © - 
And with her Virtue taught me to admir= 
The Beauties of the Mind : Therefore for her, _ 
I will endure the tedious 'Toil of Courtſhip. _ 
Spoke by the Sultan in Abramule, 
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What was my Tranſport then when I firſt ſaw thee 
Trembling, and in Confuſion, pale and red@uing, + 
By Turns, when all thy Charms were in a Hurry, 
And the retreating and returning Blood, 

Surpriz'd me with Viciſſitude of Beauty). 

How did my Heart - But tis unutterable, 

No Words of Rapture can expreſs my Paſſion, 

Nor how I ſince have lov'd ; and yet tis pleaſant 

To think and recolle& our paſt Delights. . 
5 Ka K. Taar' Hranule. 


How he look'd and mov'd when he approach'd me ! 
Dreadful as Marl, and as his Venus lovely; 18 
His kindling Cheeks with purple Beauties glow'd ; 
His lovely ſparkling Eyes ſhot martial Fires : 

O Godlike Form ! O Extaſy of Tranſports ! 
My Breath grew ſhort ! my beating Heart ſprung up- 


bye" INE 
And leap'd and bounded in my heaving Boſom : 
Gods, how I ſhook ! what boiling Heat inflam'd” 
My panting Breaſt ! That Night with Love I ficken'd: 
Oft Lreceiv'd his fatal charming Viſits; | 
Then would he talk with ſuch a heavenly Grace, 
Look with ſuch dear Compaſſion on my Pains, 
That I could wiſh to be ſo fick for ever: 
My Ears, my greedy Eyes, my thirſty Soul, 
Drunk, gorging in the dear delicious Poiſon ; 
Till I was Toft, quite loſt in impious Love, 
The God of Love, ev'n the whole God poſſeſs'd me, 
' _ SmITH's Phedra and Hyppolitus. 


Can I — him! Drive him from my Soul ? 

Oh | he will ſtill be preſent to my Eyes; 

His Words will ever eccho in my Ears; 

Still will he be the Torture of my Days, 

Bane of my Life, and/Ruin of my Glory. 
His fatal Form | 

Reigns in my Heart, and dwells before my Eyes: 


- 
— 0 


If 


% 


, 
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If to the Gods I pray, the very Vows IDO. 
I make to Heaven, are by erring Tongue 
Spoke to Hyppolitus: If I try to ileep, Da! 
Strait in my drouſy Eyes, my reſtleſs Fancy x 
Brings back his fatal Form. and curſes all as Slom- 
bers. Sur“ Phedra and Hyppolitins. 


* 'Tis Love, almighty Love! 
Returning on me with a ſtronger Tide. . |. _ 
Come to my Breaſt thou roſy ſmiling Gd! 
Come unconfin'd ! bring all thy Joys along, 
All thy ſoft Cares, and mix them copious here. 
Quick, let me fly to her; and there forget 
I his tedious Abſence, War, Ambition, Noiſe, 
Friendſhip itſelf, the Vanity of Fame _ _ | 
And all but Love, for Love is more than all. 
_-.. , TromrsoN's Sqphoniſba, - | 
* When firſt I ſaw him I with Pleaſure gaz'd ; 
And as I look'd, and thought him more than Man, 
Inſenſibly th* Infection on me ſeiz'd, An Sap» 
And ſwift as Lightning thro* my Blood it ſhot, _ 
While conſcious Bluſhes dy'd my baſhful Cheeks. '. 
| WanpesPORD':s Fatal Love. 


* Oh I remember well the Day, the Hour: 

I ſaw her then, the Daughter of the King, 

Amidſt her Virgins eminently fair, 14 

Blazing in Jewels, and magnific Veſtments, 

Proceed to ſacrifice; the holy Path N 

Cover'd with Roſes ; vocal Harmony 

And ſolemn Inſtruments proclaim'd the Marchz © 

She look'd and walk'd a Goddeſs. Oh that Day! f 
Cn. Jounson's Mads. 


. 


. 


Vet while inexpert of Vears, _ 
I heard of bloody ils, the Waſte of War, 
And dire conflicting Man; Gu/fauus' Nane 
Superior roſe, ſtill Jreadful in the Tale: < 
| G 2 „„ 


- 


* 
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Then firſt he ſein d my Infancy of- Soul, 

As ſomewhat fabled of gigantic Fierceneſs, 

Too huge for any Form ; he ſcar'd my Sleep 

And fill'd my young Idea. Not the Boaſt 

Of all his Virtues, Graces only known ; 

To him, and heav'nly Natures ! could eraſe 

The ftrong Impreſſion ; till that wond'rous Day 

In which he met my Eyes. But O, O Heav'n! 

O Love, and all ye cordial Pow'rs of Paſſion ! 

What then was my Amazement ! he was chain'd, 

Was chain'd, my Mariana Like the Robes 

Of Coronation, worn by youthful Kings, 

He drew his Shackles. The Herculzan Nerve 

Brac'd his young Arm; and ſoſten'd in his Cheek 

Liy'd more than Woman's Sweetneſs ! Then his Eye ! 

His Mien ! his native Dignity! He look'd 

As tho? he led Captivity in Chains 

And all were Slaves around. «= - —- <= 

= - - -.- Az I trembl'd, look'd and figh'd,. 

His Eyes met mine ; he fix'd their Glories on me. 

Confuſion thriyFd me then, and ſecret Joy - 

Faſt throbbing, ſtole its Treaſures from my Heart, 

And mantling upward, turn'd my Face to Crimſon. 
Brooke's Guftavus Vaſe, 


Aenne wh — 
As I was ſeated on my 0 —_ 
In th'open Forum, the attendant Crow 
Awaiting my Decrees, my Eyes were ſtruck 
With a young Damſel that paſs'd ſlowly by me 
Attended only by one female Slave. 
8 Grace [—— What heavenly Sweet; 
8 — 
What * th' Inſtant, troubled and diſor - 
Trembling all o'er I felt a Pain unuful, 
Yet mix d with ſtrange Delight, ſhoot nimbly thro” 


_ 
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And thrill 8 Vein Quite fix d and mo- 
tionleſs 

Sometime I ſat, nor heard the noiſy Orator— 

Haranguing lang and loud l-—— My Senſes all 

8 up, except theſe Eyes, which {till purſu'd ber: 

When ſuddenly I roſe ram my Tyibunal, 

Diſmiſs'd the Crowd. and gathering up my Robe 

In Haſte, I follow'd her. = - „ — 

— m as on» + Beſore I quite S 

dhe enter d, with her Slave, the ic Schools 

By Cuſtom deſtin'd to our Roman Maids; 

— ſuddenly I ſtapp ia here I 00d rooted— 

her 
B — 6. 
Drank in her Beauties, them Jeep Dragghts 
Of Poiſon, how deliciogs . ſhe mad 

What Grace = Or i the winged in ths Danes 

Among the blaoming Vi D1an's Self 

Arat her Woodland ywphs ſhe 4 
en 

dee 0's Kr Sit | 

Pour way do ae uy dry as would have tai 

Th u bed Arm of angry Jovs, in A 

To deal his Thunder ona; World | - 

— -. - -- A lat, the Sports being coded 

She iſſued forth—— When ſtraight the Eyes of 1 

Were turn'd on her alone Surpriz'd, abaſh d, 

Her lovely Face o erſpread with roſy Bluſhes, 

That witneſs'd ſome Confuſion, ſhe let drop 44% 

Her Veil, and homeward mov'd with decent Pace 

Timid and filent )— Ever fince that Day, 

That fatal D " mw es Reſt! 4 

The venom” 'd Shaft All rankles in wy Boſom. 

Virginia. 


— 
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Foy * LOVE with an Enemy. 


But Love, with Malice, as an angry Cur, 
Snarls while it feeds; ſo will I ſeize, and ſtanch 
The Hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leave the Scraps for Slaves. | 


Dzvypen'; Oedipus. 


| | O Horror ! Horror ! after this Alliance, 


Let Tygers match with Hinds, and Wolves with 


Sheep; | 
And every . couple with his Foe. | 
| Darn Spaniſh Frigr. 


To love's no ftranget than to live: A Tax 
Impos'd on all by Nature; paid in Kind. 
Familiar as our Being But is't not ſtrange 
To love an Enemy ! whom yeſter Sun beheld, 
Muft ring her Charms, and rolling as ſhe paſs'd 
By ev'ry Squadron, her alluring Eyes, ” 


To edge her Champions Swords, and urge my Ruin ? 
The Shouts of Soldiers, and the Burſt of Cannons, 


Maintain'ev'n ſtill a deaf and murmuring Noiſe ; 
Nor is Heav'n yet recover'd'of the Sound © 
Her Battle rais'd: Yet ſpite of me I love. 


Thou love ! That odious Mouth was fever fram'd 


To ſpeak a Word fo ſoft : | 


Name Death again; for that thou can'ſt pronounce, 


With horrid Grace, becoming of a 'Tyrant. 
Love is for human Hearts and not for thine, 
Where the brute Beaſt extinguiſhes the Man. © 
3 of Inſult not: 1 fs 
Too ſoon, proud Beauty, I confeſs no Love: 
Yet tis below my Greatneſs to diſown it. 
Lov e thee implacably, yet hate thee too: 
Would hunt thee barefoot in the Midday Sun, 
Thro' the parch'd Deſarts, and the ſcorgh'd Sands 
T” enjoy thy Love, and once enjoy d ti kill thee. 


Lay 


— 
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Lay by the flo $ Hide, vain Cong dueror, 4 * 1 

And — 5 the Diſtaff; for thy Soul's my Slave. 
Yes, I will wed thee ; 


In ſpite of thee, and of m I will: 
For What? To people hies with 1 


Which that unnatural Mixture muſt produce: 
Serpent! Iwill engender Poifon with — | b 

Join Hate with Hate; add Venom to the Birth: 

Our Offsp«ing, like the Seed of Dragons Teeth, 

_ iſſue arm'd and fight themſelves to Death. 


Da rbk“ Don W 10 
PROTESTATIONS f LOVER. 
ye ery footed Sued ; 
ron 1 ngs; ſuch a en 


As Phaeton, would | _ to. the elt, 
And bring in eloudy Nig immediately. | 
Spread thy cloſe Curtains, Love- — Ki; J 
Thou ſober· ſuited Matron, all in black , 4 - 
That jealous Eyes may wink, and Roweo FI f . 
Long to theſe Arms untalle'd of, and unſeen: g 
give me Romeo, and when he ſhall die, 

Tais him, 1 him out in little Stars; 
And he Will make the Face of Heav'n ſo fine, - 
That all the World will be in Love with 7 fs 
And pay no Worſhip to the gaudy Sun. 

- ..  SHAKE8PEAR's Romeo and . , 


1 love you more than Love can wield the ws. 
Dearer than Eye- light, Space, or Liberty; 
Beyond what can be valued rich or rare: 
No leſs than Life, with Grace, Health, Ray, Ho 
| "nour 3 

As much as Child e'er lov'd, or Father fond : 
A Loys that makes Breath poor, and Speech unable ; 
Beyond all Manner of ſo much I love l. 

* San s King Lear. 

G4 - Fer- 


- 
TH, 


326 The Baur of 


Pendition catch wy Soul, but I do love thee; 


{ And when I love thee not, Chao: is come again. 
_ SBAKESPEAR's Obel. 


By Heaven, 1 my Edith . 
Thy Mother fed on Roſes when ſhe bred. thee, 
The Sweetneſs of the Arabian Wind Kill blowing 
Upon the Treaſures of Perfumes and Spices, © 


In all their Pull ent) Finke, call thee Miſtreſs. 
BzauMonT”?s Rolls. 


Oh ! ſhe's the Pride and Gl of the World: 
Without her, all the reſt is worthleſs Droſs ; 


And Love, the Soul of all be Carle, © 


eee 
"Tis now that I begin to live again, he's T6476] 
Since I behold my Aur wy 1 *% aA 
His Name alone 25rd Ref; wad fel 


R r. Grief. 
1 lov'd Name did as fome God invoke, 


Ang If 
aaa tron uy by 


Love mounts and rolls oats my ſtormy Mind, 
Like Fire that's borne by a rempetvon Wind ; 


Oh! I could ftifle you with 

Devour your Kiſſes, with m Tate, 

Ruſh on you, eat you, wander o'er each Part, | 
Raving with Pleaſure, ſnatch You to my Heart 

Then Fold dc off, aud then with new Rage 
Invade you; ei 5 8 155 .. 

Torrents 0 W a g'erflow þ * 
$0 loſt, fo 2 0 7 bat cou n eu 


Not che - Spring' W nor Breath of wy n 
Nor Vile infaur Seen, nor opening Buds, © | 


WW 
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Are half ſo ſweet as Mexander's Breaſt | - 
From every Pore of him a Perfume falls; 
He kiſſes ſofter than a ſouthern Wind, 
Curls like a Vine, and touches like a God 1: 
Then he will talk ! Gods! bow he will talk l: 
Ev'n —_—_— the Joy, he figh'd for is poſſeſs d, 
Ev'n then he e lach and looks ſuch. 


Thin 
Vows with e ſo moch. ö 


Grace, 
That 'tis a- Kind of Heaven to be deluded by him 4: 
If I but mention him, the Tears will fall :. 81 
Sure there's not a Latter in his Name. | 


But nme ? 
Lee's Alexander. 


Hold of, and let me run into his Arms ! 
My Deareſt | my All Love | eee 
Thou ſhalt not if that wy oul-and Body 
Of thy Statirp cnn rel ; | 
Give me thy wonted Ki! ac, bad we, bet we 
With thy. Embraces. | 


But, Oh I there wants, crown my 

Life of my Empire I Treaſure of my Soul: 

Guide of 2) Dye, and Goddeſs of my Nights 1: * 

My dear S/atira ! Oh! that heavenly Beam 
Warmth of my Brain, and Fire of my Heart! 
Had the but hot to-ſee-mo-! had ſhe met me, IT Io 
* e 3 p * 


any Extaſy can make a i 
Or any Rapture hurl us to my FR 
ob he + 
O Extaſy 1 y Heart will b l OS + 4 bd F 
2 5 — but 2 15 'n, t, 7G 4 
2 Mme - 2. 
For the Zac have this Day Lodar d iS 


— have bent. 
685 mm 
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I'll have ſo many thouſand burning Loves 


So ſwill thy Lips, ſo fill me with thy $weetneſs ; 


Thou ſhalt not ſleep, nor cloſe thy wand*ing Eyes: 

The ſmiling Hours ſhall all be lov'd away? 

We'll ſarfeit all the Night, and languiſh alt the Day. 

b LEEZ IT Altxander. 
O Mitbri dates ! mighty as thou art, 

Before whoſe Throne Princes ſtand dumb as Death, 

With folded Arms, and their Eyes fix d to Earth ; 

Diſhonour brand me, if I would not chuſe f 

A private Life with her whom my Soul loves, 

Rather than live like thee, with all thy Titles, 

The King of Kings, without her. 
e Lee's Mithridates. 


I ſwear upon the Sword; and, Oh! 
Be witneſs Heaven, and all avenging Powers, 
Of the true Love I give the Prince Lepa ; 
When I in Thought forſake my plighted Faith, 
Much leſs in Act, for Empire change my Love, 
May this keen Sword, by my own Father's Hand, 
Be guided to my Heart; rip Veins and Arteries, ' 
And cut my faithleſs Limbs from this hack'd Body, 
To feaſt the rav'nous Birds and Beaſts as Prey. 
That I do love you, O all you Hoſt of Heav'n, 
Be witneſs ! That you are dear to me, | 
Dearer than Day to one whom Sight muſt leave, 
Dearer than Life to one who fears to die; 40 
O thou bright Power, be Judge ; whom we adore, 
Be Witneſs of my Truth ! be Witneſs of my Lon 
"ee _— 7 


So well T love, Words cannot ſpeak how well: 
No pious Son e'er lov'd his Mother more 

Than I my dear rs. Darozu“ a . 
. | r ; 2 : | . ow 


— 


the ENS fHf STAGE. izt 
How I loys ot { Need 1 n Lore h: | | 

I am not, but in him. 
Darpex's Freitas FO. 


By all thoſe holy Vows, | | 
Which, if there be a Power above, are binding | 
Or if there be a Hell below, are fearful !- | 
May every Imprecation which your Rage 
Cas TO me, take Place if Tan Hg. «ff 
en 0 . 


All conſtant Lovers ſhall in ſotore Ages, 

Approve their Truth by Trei/us : When their Verſe, ; 
Full of Proteſt and Oath, and big compare, 

Want Similies, as Turtles to their Mates, 

As true as flowing Tides are to the Moon 
Earth to the Center, Iron to the Adamant; 

At laſt, when Truth is tir'd with Repetition, 
As true as Trottus, ſhall crown the Verſe, bop ar 
And ſanctify the Numbers. N FA Ibid. " 


If I am falſe, or ſwerve "ny Truth * lere; 
When Time is Ty and has forgot itſelf, 


In all Things elſe let it remember me; n 
Compariſons of Falſhood, NN 


And after | 
To ftab the Heart. of Perjury i in Maids, ping PF 


Let it be ſaid, as falſe as Creffda. Bil. 


i A Tre yoo Rim.) 5 
More than my and equal to my Glory: 
Methinks the warring __ that inſpires 
This Frame, this very Genius of old Romer. 
That makes me * without the Fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to Ads of Honour, 
Flames in your Eyes ; our Thoughts to are a kin, 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory. ; 
Now by the Gods 1 lov'd you in * Fury, | 


In 
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In all the Thunder chat pite nd my H. 5 
T en you did me. 
Ls 1 
Know then, Bade, Ab ! rather let me call thee 
By the lov'd Name of Aena, ftill ; 


That Name chat I fo often have invok d, 

„ bo rrmnatng* =: —c1e ANON 
at MI "ER IO 

The River's — Za 1 3 

Which every Bird could ſing, and Wind did bear: 

By that dear Name I make this Proteſtation, 

By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heaven, 

1 fwour © fore then ang tas apes: NEE. 7 1 


Purer. 

a e 
Streighbt let the 
4 829 | iſt 

I prefer thee not, O 4. MES bt 
To S | yes | AF 
i Mthen. I believe Jon, | 
For I have heard you 71 est 

Varant. Oh wi mel 7 STO 
But that my Loye 
And could no . 


In Nature to convince . 
Whiſper it, O ſome God, 1 45 
And on her B 3 i 
Tl breathe the 1 e 
She rei eee 1 0K 
She garriſons my Breaſt, mans againſt me, 
Ev'n my own Rebel-Thoughts, with thouſand Graces, 
Tea thoufand Charms, an os diſcover'd Beauties. 
Oh! hadſt thou on er whe A PIT. 3 


LY 


the Bygp13y SPAGE. if 


What Tears, what Looks, what , 8 


Love bath d himſelf in the diſtillin Jane 
And, Oh ! the fubtle God has pang Palo his FI 


Quite thro' my Heart! he ſhoots and triu 
And all his Cry is, Death, or Bellamire ! 7 thre! 


Oh! on N E Hear! aw ot r. 


flames me | 
Let's 1 more of War! . 9y,9PIM e's all 


2 wa the ie Winer, yavithes, 'ris gone f my A 
mir a eternal Spri 
Deed in bl Heavens, — 


Tha hes 


1 DE 


ET 


av her Day, hey et 
Fair, as the. 
And en ood 
e 
2288 Mis, 
To Ey * F 
o the is rene ab then Reſt | 2 
To weary s, or u Go TALES 
To gn ED CEN rg . 
12583 1 nA 
rb ern es 
Dear a 5 . der thee. 
5 ang & 4. . 5 855 EINE * 


* 
* LS * | 
$3 w 6 EF TEL #4 av þ ay » 9 $&# -- v * ” 4 
- 
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J i bb 1?" Gare Fords i» round N 4 | 
Wrveets planted by the Hand of Heav'n grow "i 

And ev ry Senſe is full of th Perfection | 

To bear thee ſpeak might calm a Madman's F renzy, 
_ *Till by Attention he forgot his Sorrow: 
But, to behold thy Eyes, th amazing Beauties, 
Would make him rage again with Love, a8 I do; : 
To touch thee's, Heay'n, but to enjoy 5 Oh! 
Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one Piece! 
Sure! framing thee, Heav'n took unuſual Care, | 


As its own * it deſign'd thee fair, 
And ſorm the beſt. lov'd Angel there 
| OTwarY's Om. 
Who can bekiotd ſuch N be filent ? 
Deſire firſt taught us Words: Man, when created 
At firſt alone, long wander'd up and down” 

Forlorn, and filent as his vaſſal — 
— when a Heav'n-born Maid th dpi | bah 
Strange Paſſion fill'd his 2 — rd his Heart, 
Unloos'd his hos ee Keg = firſt Talk was =» 

4. 


If he can make me bleſt ! She only can; 
Empire and Wealth, and all ſhe brin . 
— but the Trains and Tra 0 
The ſweeteſt, kindeſt, trueſt Pp 
In whoſe Pofſeifion Years roll round on . . 
And Joys in Circles meet new Joys again: | 
Kiſſes, Embraces, Languiſhings, "x Deaths, .- .. 
Still from each other to each gther mse 
To crown the various Seaſons of our Love: 
And Conde you, if _ a Love can make me 7225 

f Devon: Nr 3 


434 * 


LA 05 1 bid me leap 
A off the — 1 of any Tower, 
Or walk in thieviſh W ays ; or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are ; me with roaring Bears 5 


'4 
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Or hide me ni ghtly in ſome Charnel- -houſe,* © © 
O'er cover'd quite with dead Men's ni bo, ab 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs 
Or bid me go into a new made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead Man in his-Shroud 3 © 
Things that to hear but told have made me tremble ; 
And Pt 1 go thro! it without Fear or Doubting. 
To keep my Vows unſpotted to my Love ! # 
. OTwar's Caius Marky. 


o my Lavieis t if my Heart &'er fray, * r 
Or any other * ever Charm me; 9 
If I not live entirely only thine, 
In that curs'd Moment AO my Soul forſakes 4 
May I be hither brought a Captive bound. 
T' adorn the Triumph of my baſeſt Tas 4 __ . 


And if I live not faithful to the Lotd 
Of my firſt Vews, 
May I be brought to Poverty and.Scorn ; 
Hooted by Slaves forth from thy Gates, O Rene . 
Till flying to the Woods to avoid my Shame, | 
Sharp Hunger, Cold, or ſome worſe Fate deſtroy me, 
W ree vouchlafe a Leaf to hide me. 


Im, ee El 

Lavinia"! Oh ! there' 8 Mafick i in the Name, ö oe 
That ſoftening me to infant Tenderneſs, | 1 

Makes my Heart ſpring like the firſt Leap 7 1 


— — 


4 


Ma 4 

So lov'd, ar rn wy Donn eee an 
When you are by. CA 

Come to my Arms, and be, thy Ha 's An J's 

* and make my Crown fit 

1 12 Due Gig 4 
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O thou ſoft Dear If ever I forſake thee, 
At my laſt Hour may I deſpair of Mercy : 
And may thoſe Saints, that knew the Wrong I did thee, 
When at 22 s Gate I beg for Entrance, anſwer, 
Remember what thou did'ſ to Fun, ſwear: 


Be gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere, 
For Lovers have no. Manſion here, 
| FRED Canflantine. 

O beſt 


| oy 
Of my e what ſhall I call thee? 
By 4 thou art all Heaven ! All Paradiſe ! 
My Soul's beſt Life, and my Heart's graſp'd n 
Thou deareſt of the World! The Mother i in her Throes, 
After the Rack, when. hanging o'er — Babe, 


With bleeding Joys, wild Looks, and yearning 


I w 
eat's , I'm dumb with, 
, Ad Dy Joys labour with my Lo 
5 Shot ome Deſart, wide and wild, 
Barren, as en au mt 
_ rb ” L hg * 


Heavens, and every [Win 
wits ae. 1 Sonne Stock my Boſom's hg A b 


Where I may throw my 32 Aras about thee, 
Abd eff a he Fe tha = 
N .  Proferwad. 


„N n ie e i Maes lng 4 


P4 id? Ie ies ſhould forſake me, 
15 ſome Intervals, when * poor Heart 


. nn 


— dy os 


Should 


the EN6L154 STAGE: 1 7 


Should ſwage itſelf, and he let looſe to thine: 
Tho' the bare Earth be all our reſting Place, 
Its Roots our Food, ſome Clift our Habitation, 

I'll make this Arm a Pillow for thy Head; 


8 wendy eee 7 

reep to 

He Sol, ne 

Then praiſe Wanne e es Al * 4 
baren . 


Love, my Refu 
Lon, my a 


ay Face | 


o Pine! 0 it the,” 


How I ſhould pull thee down into my 
Gaze on thee till my Eye-ftrings crac 
Till all my Sinews with its Fire extended, 

Fix'd me Ing, fight the Rack of ardent Longl 11 


Then fi be 
0 Ile nog Ha W thy Nen. K. 


Come like a panting 
0k! than art my Soul bft weng. Fripp 
Honour |! 

a t Jo , and earneſt of all future, 
— e Loos 
us leaning on | | 
Then U chouſan 


Happy my E 


My tay Hear will leave 
An _ 


* 


I ſwear to volt b Heaven, N 
all all thats gr by Get 2d * * on 

+/ by all the oments - 
that dear Life, which Angle 1 } call 


7 


Of tha 
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To Millions of my own! I love him more 
Than you love Glory, Vengeance, and Ambition 


EBU Maſſacre of Paris. 


For, oh ! I love beyond all former Paſſion. 
Die for him ! that's too little: I could burn 
Piece-meal away ; or bleed to Death by Drops : 
Be flay'd alive; then broke upon the Wheel ; 
Yet with a Smile endure it all for G; 
And when let looſe from Torments, all one Wound, 
Run with my * Arms, and cruſh him . 


Call then, my Lord, call forth your, fierce Ter. 
22 to — 1 lanes and Wounds, 
And all the cruel Arts of 1 hiful Fury ; bar 10 
Or turn me forth a Beggar the Word. 
| And, make it Death for any 0 relieve ine : | 
get the mad Multitude, like Dogs upon me... 8 
To tear, to worry me like common Ren; 3 
To dra 75 to a Ditch, 0 leave me aſping: Wr 
Yet with my laſt Sigbs T will groan to Heaven: a 
"Tis — this 2 to be falſe ro GI: 


The God of Loy: 45 more has ſhot his Fires 

115 my Soul, an whole Heart eceives bim Y 

Almeyda now returns 3 all her Charms: 

I feel her, as ſhe glides along my Veins, 

And dances in my Blood; ſo When Mahomer 

Had long been h mmering, in his lonely | 2 

Some dull, inſipid, redious Paradiſe, 

A briſk Arabian Girl came tripping by : | 

Paſſing, ſhe caſt at him. a fide 1 ong Gl 

And look'd behind, in Hopes to be a of 

He took the Hint, embrac'd the 177 Fair Up | 
And "I found his Hear” n, Bre T ir there, . 

' EN'; * E 


My 
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My dear Urazia, Miracle of Wemen ! 
Was ever Love ſo true, ſo great as thine. - 
Claſp'd in thy ſnowy” Arms I find more Bliſs, 
Than ſcepter'd Pride, and crown'd Ambition taſte. 
PowE8LL's King of Naples. 
My 1/abella! O the Joy of Heart! 
That I have Leave at laſt to call you mine! © 
When I give that Title to the Charms 8 
Of any other Wiſh, be nothing mine. 
SouTuBRN's Fatal Marriages 


* 


Empire and Victory be all forſaken, 
All but Chru/eis { Yes, ye = Powers, 
To Plagues and Poverty, Diſgrace, and Shame ; 
Strip me of all my Dignities and Crowns; -+ +/+ . 
Not one of all your Curſes. will be felt, 
Whilſt I can keep this Bleſfing: TOS, OMe. ** 


Vour — — back, and give them to my Foes 
Give me but Life, and Love, and my Cbriſi, 
'Tis all I aſk of Heaven. TM : 

© = Lanspown's Heroick Laue. 


) The World's à worthleſs Sacrifice for her! 
More worth than thouſund World? "IJ 
The Gods, that with unnumber'd Eyes look down' «7 
From their high Firmament, all ſtuck with Lights 
See nothing half fo glorious, or ſo bright. * 
Glory ! that common Miſtreſs of Mankind, 

Courted by all, but by ſo few poſſeſe d, 

For which ſo many Riyals hourly fall. 
Early I ſaw, was tempted, and enjoyed : 
But Love has led me to new Realms of Bliſs, 
Where Pleaſures bloſſom with eternal Spring, ;. 


1 


Enjoyment's made immortal by Deſire, 37 
And Joys flow in on Joys, and Raptures ſtream : 
All other Sweets are viſionary Bliſs, © © 
Nothing bug Love's ſubſtantial Extaſy. PP 


ſly | | Let 


- 
* N a 
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Let Chen come, NR 
Confuſion ſeize on all, whene'er we part: 
I — Ambition, Piety, Renown, - 
Pity, and Reaſon : I have weigh'd them all, 
But, Oh! how light, when thou art in the Scale. 
LansDown's Heraick Love. 


Love pleads for me; 
And Love's enough ; what Ar t ſo 
Abſent or preſent, thou art ſtil 2 2 
My Faith's 2 — What tho' the Hunter flie 
The ſtrucken Stag bleeds on. 


The Impreſſion that thou leav'ſt upon * 
Lies there ſo deep; ſo lively, and io f 

That recalls np other Thought, 
But only Love, and only Love of thee. Ibid. 


WN But if it could be falſe 
y firſt Vows, ever to love again, 
"honeſt Hands tho ſhould tear it from my Breaſt, 
And throw the Traitor from ms. 
| "SouTnBRN's Orvonels, 


Lot wa befh co ell aben 
how dear Maze n. 
** ant Font 1 
An, E277 or Fathers, H ang een. 
K. 
Ev'n in m ＋ Mod, he he lives, and reigns: 
The laſt dear cur Met oft joy paxting Sol 


Will be Wn og ave 
Within my fannt cl, hall ap 22 
WE's — 


to 11 de with Extaſy! 
_ abore all Wands a 


* 


and 


What, 
What 


Ohl I want Je 


And tumaltyo 
* rais'd ! 


I». #4 41 
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Here let me with dumb Eloquence expreſs them : 
Here pour out the Abundance rode v7 
Denxns's Iphigenta, 
Were I like dying Fuad, ſure a Touch 
Of this dear Hand would kindle Life a- new. 
But I obey, I dread that gath'ring Frown, 
And, oh ! wiitneer my oom with 
And my full Heart is paif'@ with ardent Love, 
Allow me but to look on you, and fight? 
'Tis all the humble Joy „ | 
OWE 


7 — | 

HI offend dee AY 

La me be dumb for ever; 1 
nform theſe breathing Organ 3 of my Voice, 
If any Sound from me diſtürb thy Vet 1 

What is my Peace and Huppineſs & mine? 2d; 


Here then I take thee to my Heart for ever, 
The dear Gbnpiiion 6f ny Vene 'Days; 
Whatever Providence allots for each; 

Be that the common Portion of us both: 
Share all the Griefs of thy unhappy Fav; 


But if good Heav'n har oy in Störe, 
kae e e | 
Thou wondrous Goodneſs! _ 


Heav'n gives too much at noe in giving hoy. 

And by the common- Courſe of Things below, 

(Where each Delight is'temper'd with Affliction, ) 

ee aint 
uſt ſure enſue, to poize the Scale agai | q 


This vaſt Profuſion of exceeding Pl | 
But be it ſo, let it be Death and Ruin, 0 
„On any Terms I take thee. Hid. 
| What was my Tranſport chen, when firſt I ſuw thes 
on» WM Coemblivg, and in Confufion' pale and red ning 1 
| 7 * 


N 
# 
: 


- - — — ——— 
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By Torns ? when all thy Charms were in a Hurry? 


And the retreating, and returning Blood, 

Surpris'd me with Viciſſitude of Beauty 

How did my Heart ? But 'tis unutterable, 

No Words of Rapture can expreſs my Paſſion, 
Nor how I fince have lov'd. Tzxar's Abramule, 


Is. it a Fault my Life's bound up in thee ? 
That all my Powers change with thy Looks ? 
That my Eyes Lot on thee, when thou'rt preſent ? 
And ake and roll for Light when thou'rt abſent, 

I, | ' STee1'; Lying Lover, 


Leave thee | forget thee ! blot thee from my Heart! 
Eraze the dear. Impreſſion of thy Charms 
Sooner thou'lt ſee me breathleſs, pale, and dead, 
Intomb'd in the cold Boſom of the Earth, | 
Yet warmer far than my Jrene's Breaſt. 


Not the dear Moment I beheld thee firſt, | 
When my fond Soul ſtood hoyariog, my Eyes, 
And every Paſſage of my yielding He * 
Expanded wide to let the Charmer in, 


= 


Not ſcatter'd half the Flames around my Breaſt, 


As. I this Moment feel. Dia. 


With burſting Veins I'd climb 5800 Hills of Fire; 
Were you the Prize, twould gain me: For your Sake, 
I'd plunge my ſhivering Limbs in Seas of Snow, 
And ſwim thro all the freezing Lakes of Winter: 
Were you a Priſoner, to reſtore your Freedom, 

I — ruſh on, and throw my naked Breaſt 

Upon the Spears of Armies ——To reach you, 

I would tear Lions Throats, and combat 

I would deſcend to Hell, could Hell retain you : 

But Hell would be no Hell when you were there ! 

I would do more than Fancy can impoſe, 

Or Woman wiſh, to gain you—But, by Heayoos | 


44 


- 


1 


GoRINnG's Trent, 


*© 4 JI 
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The very Moment you depos'd your Honour, 
I would deſpiſe, forſake, and ſcorn to own you. 
HIT“ Fair Inconflant. 


ur Hege to meet thee at my * 
0 = the little Rott ring Wanderer in 
Or let him grow thus to thy ſnowy Boſom, 
And be thꝰ immortal Guard of faithful Love ! 


Cn. Jonnson's Suceefeful Pirate. | 


To hear thee ſpeak charms my diſtracted Mind, 
5 n_ = — — But ay I ſee thee, f 
greedy lo yu would or ever 2 
1 d! Might indulge AN mt We? 
Swift Hours would unregarded paſs ; whole Years - {Þ 
As in a gentle Slumber fteal — 7 
The rapid Stream of Time would like one 6 Moment, 
Flow back into Ecernity again. Bid. 
Atteſt, ye Powers, ' 
+ conſcious Powers who live in ale 2 
Speak it my Heart in every bluſhing Vein, 


ell it my Eyes in every gazing Look, 
And thou, my — ſound nothing aſe bat 
Love. SEWELL's Sir Waker A 


Art chou not dearir to my Eyes than Light? 
— T i 1 it, and or my Tongs ba 
e 0 e, orm m ou 
a | Fo 4 one Duri. 


* All my Hopes, my Soul is thine ; 
You take up ev'ry. Portion of my Heart; 
And here, to Death, I iwear thee everlaſting Truth. 
|  Smuntey” Parricide. 


* Hear tho, thou Soul ora ; and Wies! 
And witneſs, Heav'n prime Source of Love and Joy ! 
Not a whole warring World combin'd againſt me, 


Its "MN its A? its n fe. a 
Nor 


Rl 7 


#4 


* * 
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Nor Intereſt, nor Ambition, nor the Face 
Of ſolemn State, not ev'n thy Father's Wiſdom, 


Shall ever ſhake my Faith to Sigi/munda. 
| THOMP$0N's Tatiered anid Sigiſmanda, 


Then tell E ugenia, 
Let me conjure you tell her, — my Heart 
Ne er felt the Power of en for another 
— or 1 nor Fears, nor Wiſhes; that my Eye 
> with Joy on any ocher Form. 
w; , ye Powers, who view our inmoſt Thoughts, 
And ſee che Mind & riſing into Action, 
Did I e'er think of Happineſs without her, 
nnn | 
Fuaxcts's Eugenia. 


® Can't thou ſuſpeR, that Fortune rules my Love! 
Thy Power and Honours may be ſnatch'd ary 
Thy wide Poſſeſſions paſs to other Lords, - | 
And Heav'n' reſume whate'er it 
All but my'Love, which neer can know 


But er 'n in Ruin ſhall its Fondneſs. 
GLoven'”s Wales 


| LOVER and MISTRESS. | 


[ In her, who to ja Hulband e ; 
W might à Lover to 2 
RocHEsTER'; V alentinian. 
I cannot bear 
To owe the Sweets of Love, which I Kays tiſted, 
To the ſubmiſfiive Duty of a Wife: 
I would owe Nothing to a Name ſo dull, | 


A Huſband is, but to a Lover all. 
y Barn A, 


My Tenderneſs 

urpaſſes that of Huſbands for thei Wiver : : 

ou lov'd like me ! then you would find 

Obi thay thouſand Niceties in Loet The 


et 


ſhe 


he ENOGUISsH STAGE. rag" 


The common Love of Sex to Sex. is brutal; ©. 
But Love refin'd will fancy to itſelf 
Millions of gentle Cares, and ſweet D 
The being happy is not half the Joy; 
The Manner of the Happineſs is all! 4 
In me, my charming Mi {s, you behold - 
A Lover, that diſdoins a lawful Title; 
Such as of Monarchs to ſucceſſive Thrones : 
The generous Lover holds'by Force of Arms, 
And claims his Crown by Conqueſt. 

Da rox Amplytrion. 


The very Name of Wife and Marriage 
Is Poiſon to the deareſt Sweets of Love; 
To pleaſe my Niceneſs, you muſt ſeparate 
The Lover from his mortal Foe, the Huſhand : 
Give to the yawning Huſband your cold Virtue : 
But all your vigorous Warmth, your melting Sight, 
Your am'rous Murmurs be your Love's Fart. | 
id. 
* A Lover is the very / Fool of Nature, 
Made fick by his own Wantonneſs of 'Thought, 
His fever'd Fancy; while to your own Charms: - 
Imputing all, you ſwell with boundleſs Pride. 
Shame on the Wretch, he ſhould be driv'n-from Men, 
To live with fan Slaves, in one ſoft Herd, 
All worthleſs, e {£94836 
= Tu0urson's Sepheniſba. fon 


I know to love you, Zara, with Bern, 
To truſt your Virtue, and to court your Soul. 
Nobly confiding, I unveil my Heart, | 7 
And dare inform you, that 'tis all your own: A 
My 7oys muſt, renn 
Shall lie conceal'd. . Hu E. 


* Truſt me — with Women avorth the u A - 
The /o/2ef Lover ever beſt ſucceeds. Hur Ae, 


Nn n HOW 


iſquiers. 


* 
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LOYALTY. 


The Laws of Friendſhip we 
And 'tis but fimple Villainy — break em 
But Faith to Princes mari. is Sacrilege, 
An Injury to the Gods: And that loſt Wietch, 
Whoſe Breaſt is d with fo vile a ſe, © 
Tears Thunder from Heaven on his Head, 
And leaves a Curſe to his Poſterity. 
Nous alas. 
Let Fools the Name of Lo 1 divide 
Wiſe Men and Gods are on $4 
| SEDLEY's Antony — 


I Would ſerve my King, 
Serve him with all my Fortune here at Home, 

| . Perſon: in the Wars; 

f Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him, die for 


As every true-born Subject ought. OTwar's Orphan, 


In this old Body 

Of man Woun 
| His N — — on: 
And when a foul-· mouth d Traitor once profſan d 

His ſacred Name, with my Sabre-drawn, 

Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, 

I ruſh'd and clave the Rebel to the Chine. Did. 


What gen'rous\Man can live with that Oonfaine | 
Upon his Soul, to bear, miich'tels to flatter, 
A Court Ike this ? Can IJ ſooch Tyranny? 
Seem pleas'd to ſee my Maſter murder? 
His Crown uſurp'd, a Diſtaff on the Throne? 
We ſuch as . * 
And could not, > fr ham ? Whence honeſt Men 


TA 


the EN6140u STAGE. * 


A Governmanti>iwhhch not true Wiſdom, 
Is ſcorn HIRE any r Tricks at Home. 
| wann Friars 


L U 8 . 


As Virtue never will ” ws 
Tho _—.... it in a Shape of Hearn: 
So Luſt, tho' to à radiant Angel join d. 
Will ſeat itfelf in « celafial Bed, 2 © 
And: prey on Garbage: | -. \SuaxzarnAn's Haar. 


It is not Love, but ſtrong libidinous Will, 
That triumphs oer me; and to ſatiate that, | 
What Difference * — is Moor, and her fair Dame? 
whe Hogs ps ks, ther U Uſe is:fo.2 1 

Whoſe 5 
ok nd touch vo om; Lat gry Od 
4 in. Town, 9g Di 


BRAUMONT's Eur . 


Bytes tense Bades than —_— ; 
And like infectious Airs m_ * the 5p 


Ts murder all that's chaſte or good in 
45 18 9 F 2 aa rr; hors eren 


ie. 


dt mY 
Ruſhes ong 
Nor hears nes the Rein. 
| ow r Royal. e 
Wen vile Luſt, 


By unchaſte Looks, looſe Geſtures, and lewd Talk, 
But moſt by lewd and laviſh Act of Sin, 

Lets in ement to the inward Parts, 

The ſoul grows clotted by # ag ay 

Imbodies and imbrutes, till ſhe uite loſe 


Sack ure thle tic. nd gloom ring. 3 


and gloomy 
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| on ſeen in Charnel-Vaults and Sepulchres, õ% A 
| ring and fitting by a new. made Grave, 
ata to leave the he Boy that it lov'd, 
And link'd itſelf in — Senſuality 
To a rate and degraded State. 
Mir rox“ Comus. 


. 89 wanton, bold, and brutal Lat, 
Is mealy, ſelfiſh, when reſiſted; cruel, - ©: . 
And, like the Blaſt of peſlilential Winds, Be 10 ij 
Taints the ſweet Bloom of ee, 


LUXURY. ©. TIED 


* Alas! Antigona,. thy Coun erer, 
Have well reveng'd the Conqueſt of her a | 
While now by 26s; thy Tofter- Climate | 1 
Boaſts a more ample Triumph o'er our Sor ,p 
Thence the rough honeſty of Greecs is fled; 
And all thoſe golden Rules her Sages, taught, .” 
Men that . 1 forgot. 

| Fo -ã rz Philotes, - 


Kon — the Fai of | Seder 
t e © ** Ban Virtae! 
Where · e er th inſinuatin — SR” _ 


Our Senſe it weakens,. gr 7b 5 WY 
It In Gu us in Sloth, in Poverty ] 
ee — Ea Ks” 
. Tracr's Periander, 
W 
| 7 "18 11941 a 2 :Hood : * 273 2 > 
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; yu xa ware” 3" \ 
MADNESS, 
K. Jobn. P HANEY now my Soul hath Elbow- 
oom, 


It would not out at Windows, nor at Doors: 

There is ſo hot a Summer in my Boſom, 

That all my Bowels crumble up to Duſt: 

Jam a ſcribled Form, drawn with a Pen 

Upon a Parchment ; and agar this Fire 

Do I ſhrink u | 
Henry. ow fares your Maj ajeſty ? | 
K. Jus. PBs iſ Fare: "Dead, beet. cafl 


And none of you will bid the Winter come 
To thruſt his icy Fingers in my Maw: _* 
Nor let my Kingdom's Rivers take their Courſe 
Thro' my burnt Boſom ; nor intreat the North 

To make his bleak Winds kiſs, my parches Lips, 
And comfort me with Cold. | 
75 ' Suaxnapan's King 7. 


Now ſee chat noble ad moſt ſovereign Reaſon, - 
Like ſweet Bells jangl'd, out of Tune and harſh; 
Mad as the Seas and Winds, when both Lan 
Which is the mightier. | 4. 

She hems, and beats her Breaſt, | 
us enviouſly at Straws;; ſpeaks Things in Doubt, 

hat carry but Half Senſe: 
Vet her — —— Uſe of Speech does move 
The Hearers to Collection: They aim at it, 
And her Words up fit to their own Thoughts} 
Which as Ser an and hn and "Ru 
| H 3 


„ D 
Cu $111: 


| Indeed, 
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"Indeed, eee ene eee 


Tho nf ig Nee ach entipptly.. © 4% 


SHAKESPEAR'S Banks... 


Mad as the vexed Sea fingin — Bl 
Crown'd with rank Fenitar an 
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nane A our hen 


Darnel, and all the idle Werds that grow. 
In our ſuſtaining Corti, Suaxrerzak“, 


J have bethought myſelf, 

Io take the baſeſt, and N taps 
That ever Pi in Contempt of Man, 
Brought near to 10 Beat. M Fare III grime with Pilth; 
Blanket my Loins, put all my Hair in Kiiots ; 

And with preſented Nakednefs — 

The Winds, and Perſecutions of the 8 | 

The Country gives me Proof and Prete ent 

Of Bed/am Beggars, who with roating Voices; 
Strike into their numb'd and n_y Arms, 
Pins, wooden Pricks, Nails, Sprigs of Roſemary's' 
And with this horrible Obje& i 580 Farms, 


Poor pelting Villages She .Cotes, and Mills, 
ä — © with een — 3 with 
Prayers, 


Enforte their Charity. i. 


Obſerve the Gallaritry of her Pee: 
Hark ! e and mates the 
| $3 | 
Her blazin darting the wand ring Stars: 
While e een Voice ſhe threatens high, | 


. And Accent twangs with ſmarting Sorrow. 
| * * Lt#'s Otdipus. 


— Bare-u6 anwe of won tell, | 
Name not a Woman, and 1 ll be wells 8 


th. ENGSL Is STAGE, N 


Like a poor Lunatic, that males his Moan, 

And for a mile beguiles his on: 

He reaſons well, his Eyes their Wildneſs Joſe ; 

He vows the Keepers his wrong'd Senſe abuſe; << 
Then Ks Thad gal de hurts his Brain, ; 
Then his Tech gnaſh, he foams, * ſhakes his 


1s Bye balls . and he is mad again. 


Lr 5 22 1 
Her unregarded Locks | 

Matted like Fury's Treſſes, her poor Limbs 

Chain d ta the Ground ; and "lead of thoſe baus 2 

Which happy Lovers taſte, her Keeper's Stripes, 

A Bed of Straw, and a, courſe wooden Diſh, * - | 

Of wretched, Suſtenance. Orwar' Om. 


e 
As Heaps of Sand, and wide from see. 
So high © mounted in bis alry * 
That now-the Wind is pee inte Head, 
And turns his 'Braing to Frenzy, 
Davoen's n. 


There is a Pleaſupe ſure, in being mad, 
Which none but Madmen know. 


Madmen ought not to be mad, . f 
But who can help their Frenzy ? | | __ tid. - 
If on Ship-board I ſhould ſee my Fri 1 
Grown frantick in a raging Calenture, 
And he, imagining vain flow'ry Meads, 
Would plunge himſelf into. the | 
Should I not hold him from that mad Attenipt, * 
THI Rs Fancy, ware tr. RR We: N 
Darpzxw' Dos 8e. 
. The Moon bas roll'd o'er his Head and turn'd It, 
4s Peals of Thunder ſour the gen'rous Wine. 
* DzYo8n's Love Triumphant. 
H 4, Mad 
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M hen for the Empire of the Main they ſtrive. 
Dx Ns Appins and Virginia. 


Hark | methinks the Gods loud: Hark how 
Their humble Thunder grumbles in the Sky! 
See how the fiery Balls fly whizzing by, 
Dealing Amazement and Deſtruction all around! 
Ha! ha ! ha! 
See yon old Miſer laden with ſwellin 
Of ill-got Gold, with how much awkard Haſte 
He limps away to Shelter ! See how he ducks, 
And dives, and dodges with the Gods ; and all 
Only in Hope to avoid for fome few Days, 
Perhaps, the juſt Reward of his own ſad Extortion ; 
The hot Adulterer, now all chill and impotent, 
With Fear leaps from the polluted Bed, 
And crams himſelf into a 2 1 | 
Thoſe mighty Men of Blood, who make a Trade 
Of Murder, forget their wonted Fierceneſs ; 
Ont-nois'd, they ſhrink aſide, and ſhake for Fear 
O' th' louder 'Threat'nings of the angry Gods. 
| FiLMER's Unnatural Brothers, 


But now her Grief has wore her into Frenzy, 
The Images her troubled Fancy forms, 
Are incoherent, wild, her Words disjointed : _ 
Sometimes ſhe raves for Muſick, Light, and Air ; 
Nor Air, nor Light, nor Muſick, calm her Pains ; 
Then with extatic'Strength ſhe ſprings aloft. 
And moves, and bounds with Vigour not her own. 
Then Life is on the Wing ; then moſt ſhe finks, 
When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiling Water, 
That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling Wood, 
And babbles to the Brim ; ev'n then moſt waſting, 
When moſt it fwells, SIT H' Phedre and Hyppolitus. 


' 


— a 
M A- 
o 


nete 8 46k. 5 
MAN | 


Since that the Powers divine * __ 
The myſtick Deed,” I' to the Grove of — 
There 4 can force th' infernal Gods to ſhew 
Their horrid Forms, each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
And leave their griſly K ing without a Waiter. 
* Dar and Let's 8 Þ 


4 


: 0823 "Infernal Gods | g n 
Muſt you have Muſick too? — Voitet, -- 
And let them have ſuch Sounds as Hell ne er ans - 
Since Ompbeus brib'd the Shades. n . 


_____ Hear thoſe 33 „ 
een that cleave the Barth vin 


Pain, 
And heave it up ; they pant, and Rick half wy 
A 


All Nature lies fubj eied to my Charms” | 
I give her Reſt, n Alarms: 1 
My arbitrary Voice ſhe hears with Awe, | ' 
And ſtanding fix d, ſuſpends th' eternal Law. . „22 
I to the Temp t make the Poles reſound, | 
And the on: confound. | ——— 
At my Command. 
The Thunder ruſhes out on flaming Win 5 | 
And all the hollow of Hell with Aleons Up- 

roar rings. Dunnis's Ninald and Armida. 


Thou know 'I how far her dreadful Power extends; 
Tr ron that ſets Earth, Hell, and Heay'n in Up- 


While Chad! huſh'd, ſtands lft'ning to the Noiſe, 
And wonders at Confuſion not his own. 

But hark ! already ſhe begins; already © 
Hell's griſly Tyrant takes the dire Alarm, 

In franti ev'n now the Furies arm: 


ed — 
0 II * 8 
a wa WT H 3 | The? 


* 


id. 
, 
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'Th' infernal Trumpet chro- eh Abyſs profound, 


 Horribly rumbles with its dreary Sound. 


Hark ! in that Roar Hell's dreadful Bouiide it pat; 


Hark ! how the vaulted Heavens reftore the diſmal 


Blaſt.  Devinis's Rinaldo and Armidsa. 


With filent Awe attend my potent Charm ; 
And thou, O Air, that N on the . 
Be huſh'd at my Command : Silence, ye Winds, 
That make outrageons War upon the Ocean: 
And thou, old Ocenn, lull thy wond' rin e 5 
Ye w Elements, be — as e 
While I impoſe my dread Commands on Hell ; 
And thou, profoundeſt Hell, 2 dreadful Sway 
Is given to me by Fate and D emopotge | 
Hear, hear my powerful Voice wa 


- And from thy * Caverns thunder the R 


ut * oft hve bites but ne'er beliey'd till PR | 
Theie are, who can by potent Magic Spells 
Bend to their crooked Purpoſe Nature's Laws, 
Blot the fair Moon from pal 7 endent Oth, 
Bid whirling Planets ſto n'd Courfe, 
And thro' the yawning ink 7 — 2 itn Glooth 


Call up th meagre Oh alin" e 8 5 


% 


* *Tis [their vnd rome magic Standard! 

Wroug ht by the Siſters of the Daniſs King, 

— Mid es blackeſt Hour; when the fick Moon 
in Ecliph pſe, by their enchanting Song, 

Dork thro the turbid Clouds its Influence ſhed 

Of baleful Power. The Siſters ever ſung 


- 


« Shake, Standard, ſhake Deſtruction o'er our Foes.” 


the EnGiisn STAGE 1% 
MALE CONTENTS. 
There's fl! R 


A dangerous Wheel at Work, a thou | ul Villain 
One, who has rais'd his Fortune by On? 


And Diſcords of his Country ; like a N 
O'er Fleſh, he buzzes about itching Ears, 
Till he has vented his Infections there, | 
To feſter into Raneour and Sedition. - 

- Orwar': Caius Maria. 


Knave 


* 2 5 
Conſumes his Time in es to the Rabble, 
And ſows Sedition up and down the City: 
up diſcontented Fools, belying Y 
The Senators and Government ; deſtroying 
fig and praifing Knaves, 
Great Diſcontents there many Myrmurs x 
The Doors are all ſhut N chier Sort 
With Arms a-crols, and P Eyes, 
Walk to and fro before their filent Shops; 
Whole Droves of Lenders crowd the Bankers Doors, 
To call in Money: Thoſe who have none, mark 
WRES Money go for when they riſe tis Plunder. -* 
Daypen's nen, 


ue | 4 

Where all agree to ſpgil the Good, 

And Villains fatten with the een 
We've neither Safety, Unity, nor Feace; 4 8 


For the Foundation's loſt of common Good: 


uſtice is lame, as well as blind, amongſt us: 
e Laws to their Ends, that make then | 


2 be dans up eas e 
every Day ſtarts up t enſlave us 
Dewar! 7 Venice Preſerw d. 


. "oat 


— — 


©, 2 


1 


- | | | 
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Ohl the curs'd Fate of Yerict, | 
Where Brothers, Friends, and Fathers all are falſe; 
Where there's no Truſt, no Truth; where Innocence 
Stoops under vile Oppreſſion, and Vice lords it. 
Or wax“ Venice Preſer wd. 


The publjck Stock's a Beggar : One Venetian 


Truſts not another: Look into their Stores 


Of general Safety, empty Magazines; | 

A tacter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army: 

Bankrupt Nobility, a factious, giddy, and 

Divided Senate, a barraſs'd Commonalty, 

Is all the Strength of Venice! Let's deſtroy it; 

Let's fill the azine with Arms to awe them: 

Man _— their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain 
t: | 4 

Let looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſters, 

To pay themſelves with Plunder: Lop their Nobles 

To the baſe Roots, whence moſt of them firſt ſprang: 

Etrflave the Rout, whom ſmarting will make humble: 

Turn out their doating Senate, and poſſeſs 

That Seat of Empire, which our Souls were fram'd 
„ . Nag Ibid. 


To ſee the Sufferings of my Fellow-creatures, 
And own myſelf a to ſee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded Peeople with a my 

muſt taſte of: 


Of Liberty, which yet they never 


Drive us, like 


They ſay, by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds ; | 
Bring whom thy 3 to Infamy and Sorrow. 
= recks, down the rough. Tide of 
ower, | 


Whilſt no Hold's left to ſave us from Deſtruction 
All that bear this, are Villains | and I one, 
Not to rouze at the great Call of Nature, 
And check the Growth of theſe domeſtic Spoi 
That make ys Slaves, and tell us tis our C __ 


The 


| 


, 


Of more Pre-eminence than Fiſh and Poul; 
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| The Sas iv out of Tuns ditaing Fears, - 

And jealous Doubts jar in our public ounſels'; J i! 

Amidſt the wealthy City Murmurs rife, - 5 

Lewd Railings and Reproach on thoſe that rule Z / 

With open Scorn of Government: Hence Credit 

And public Truſt twixt Man and Man are broken, 

The golden Streams of Commerce are withheld, 

Which fed the Wants of needy Hinds and Artiſans, 

Who therefore curſe the Great, and threat Rebellion. 
Rowse's Jane Sher. 


When ſhall the deadly Hale of Faction ceaſe, 
When ſhall our long divided Land have Reſt, / 
If every peeviſh, moody Malecontent 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an, Uproar, 

Fright them with Dangers, and perplex their Brain 


Each Day with ſome fantaſtic giddy Change? 154. 


The reſty Knaves are over-run with Eaſe, 
As Plenty ever is the Nurſe of Faction. id. 


MAN. 


There's nothing fituate under Heav'n's Eye, 
But hath its Bound in Earth, in Sea and Sky: 4 
The Beaſts, the Fiſhes, and the winged Fowls, '* 2 
Are their Male's Subjects, and at their Controuls 5 74 
Man's more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, F 
Lord of the wide World, and wide watry was E 
Endu'd with intellectual Senſe and Soul, 4 


Are Maſters to their Females, and their Lords, 
Then let your Will attend on their Accords. 
| SHAKESPEAR's Comedy of Fer. 


This is the State of Man ; Jo day he puts forts" 5 
The tender Leaves of Hopes, To-morrow 
And bears his bluſhing Hondurs thielt upon him. 
The third Day comes. & Froſt, a killing Froſt! ! 4 | 


vs 3 


"A 


S 
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And when he thinks, Man 2 

His Greatneſs is a — 2 his —— 

And then he falls as I do. 
Suxkerzak' Hinry VII. 


His Nature is too noble for the World, 
He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident, 
Or Juve for his Power to thunder: His Heart's his 


Mouth, 
What his Breaſt forges, that his Tongue muſt vent; 
And being angry, forget that ever 
He the Name of Death. | 
SHAKESPEAR's een A 


His Life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mix d in him, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the World this was a Man. 
"SHAKESPEAR'7 Julius Ceſar. 


What is Man, 
If his chief Good and Market of his Time 
Be but to ſleep and feed? A Beaſt, no more! 
Sure he that made 'us with ſuch large Diſcourſe, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That Capability and Godlike Reaſon, | 
| To ruſt in us unus'd. | SnakzsTEAA'T Hombre. 


Is Man no more than this? Conſider him well, 
Thou ow'ſt the Worm no Silk, the Beaſt no Hide, 
The S no Wool, the Cat no Petfume. | 
Thou art the Thing 'itlelf ; 

Unaccommodatcs Man is no more, but lich « poor 


Barefork'd Animal as thou art. 
Suarzerian's King Lear, 


I will ſooner truſt a Crocodile, (x 
| When he ſheds Tears; for he kills ſuddenly, . 
eee 
hat's Evil to our Nature, 3 — 


1 52 
A: * «=F- 3. C — — 4 
. 


— — aa £©4. _a s 1 


= 
* 
5 


Works all her Folly u der and. cafts it outward. 


the ENO 168 STAGE. 2 * 
I find there is no End of his-Deceivings, - 


No nm Ghent, 1 ive Way.. 
5 wy —— 1, 7 FSR, 


Have I not WF thee. 
The Falſhood, and the Perjuries of Men? | 
On whom, but for a Woman to ſhew Pity, 
Is to be cruel to herſelf; tho Sovereignty, 


Proud, imperious Men uſurp upon vs, 


5 


We confer on ourſelves, and love thoſe NW BY 785 


We n to our nere 
Bzaymour's See — 


Mankind each other's Stories ſtill repeat, 


And ann ſucceeding Cheat. 
Howard's Dubs of Lerms. 


. — 2» 


\ 

Men ar bat Children of » li Gro 
tites as apt to change az theirs, * 

Ang f as cravin 100, and full as vainn 
And yet the Soul in her dark Room „ 


Viewing ſo clear Abr , at Home ſees 15 . 
But like a Mole in Earth, buſy and blind, 


To the Ver, _ r iis 13 
7 


| * 
- 


0 ab Man ! whoſe too, too buſy Thoughts © 1 


Ride ſwifter than the galloping Heaw ns round, 


With an etetnal Hurry of the Soul?” * 0 


Nay, there's a Time, When even the rollin on 

Seems to ſtand ſtill; dead Calms are in the. 

When not a Breath diſturbs the drowſy Waves: 

But Man! the very Monſter of the World, 

ls ne er at Reſt, n. for ever wakes.... 
Da rpay's. 


Truſt not a TE we Ng 
Diſembling, fubtl, 


wi LY K * = 
If ha, Whey 
£ - 
2 
MY = 


we 


and inconſtant, Yr 10 


85, 
_ 
s — 
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/ When a Man talks of Love, with Caution hear him, 
But if, he wears, n "centainly deceive thee. 
-* OrTwar' "> 


Fly from his Charms betimes, Ferna 
There is no other Safety: If you think 
To ſtand, and guard the Paſſes to your Heart, 
You are undone : Oh! I've heard him talk | 
Like the firſt-born Child of Love,' when every Word 
Spoke in his Eyes, and wept to be belie“v d. 
And all to ruin me. Had | more Time © © 
To tell my A out, twould move your Pity. 

 SOUTHERN's Nan 


Men are not ſtill the ſame ; our Appetitees 
Are various, and inconſtant as the Moon, 
That never ſhines with the ſame Face again: 
"Tis Nature's Curſe never to be reſolv's ; 
Buſy To- day in the Purſuit of what — Ig 
To-morrow's eldeſt Judgment may deſpiſe. 15/4. 


Man is but Man, inconſtant till, and various: 
There's no To-morrow in him, like To. day: 
ö Perhaps the Atoms whirling in his Brain, 
| Make h him think honelty this s preſent Hour; 
The next, a Swarm of ente, Thoughts 
May mount aloft. 
Who would truſt Chance fince all Ieh! have the Seeds 
or Good or Ill, which ſhould work upward firſt, 
DxzrYDp8N's Cleomenes, , 


"Tis better be \ Dig: than be a Man ; 
Inſtinct of Nature is the only Guide, 
Unerring, vain Light of Reaſon! Ah! how frail! | 
Pat out accidental Breath, | 
That P blows! ! 

What Fool would * a Man, who had the * 
Of his own Bein Jeing | The beſt, moſt perfect, 
Are ſo allay'd, Good ſo wix'd wich Bad, 


"Like 


4. 
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Like counterfeited Coin of mingled - Metal, 1 0 
The noble Part's aan, __ 
| Lanspown' s Heroick — 


With what unequal Tempers are we fram' d l. 
One Day, the Soul ſupine with Eaſe and F * 
Re vels ſecure, and fondly tells herſelf, 

The Hour of Evil can retura no more: 

The next, the Spirits, pall'd and fick of Riot, 
Turn all to Diſcord, and we hate. our 

Curſe the paſt Joy, and think it Folly all, 

And Bitterneſs and Anguiſh. 


How could my Tongue 
Take Pleaſure, and be laviſh in thy Praiſe | 
How could I ſpeak thy Nobleneſs of Nature | 
Thy open manly Heart, 'thy Courage, C 
And in- ww nor wa Seen , 
Thou art the in whom my delights, 
In whom, next Heav'n, I truſt. 


 'Rows's Fane 4 


* How curſt is Man, thro” ev'ry Scene of Life! 
Our Life is one continu'd Toil for Fame; 
Like Ants we toil, and raiſe a little Molehill, 


Rowe Fair Penitent, a 


* ” 
* 
= 
= 


That ev'ry "Bro can level——- In ol Age, 4 


Hope — ev'n that too is deny d us 

Youth's beſt Prerogative Its ſweeteſt B 81 
The poor Man's eaſt—— the fick aw” 8 richeſt 
| Cordial: 

In Vouth the Winds may wines; the Rains "ory beat - 
Still green, ſtill gay, ſtill lovely does it flouriſh 3- 
But nipp'd1 in Age, it droops, it fades, and dies. 


Madre Timah, 
No mortal Footing treads de firm in Vine, 
hs alas to abide he —— 4 
Nan deviate With 0 — 


*" 


Will in Preſum 'sP 
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But each Man has his Failing, eme Dees 


Wherejn to ſlide" Temptanion. — 
Brooke's Guflayus Vaſa. 


| © Wien tex th Man whoſe Reaſan lumber, 
not | 
Still pure, ſtill blameleſs, if 2 | 
Again he wakes to Virtue. Did. 


® Men are Machines with all. their: boaſted Free- 
om, 
Their Movements n ſome fav'rite Paſſion ; 
Let Art but find the latent Foible out, 
We Ae Spring, and n 


12 What ie Man 
When the world Heart can wear-the Brow of Virtue, 
And falſe ſmile us to Deſtruction 7 
And yet, what is he not when crowd with Truth, 


- With every ſocial Virtue. Havard's Regulys. 


® Mes ghted Man, {ſcarce farther ſees. before 
im 

Than the blind Mole, "Tenant of Earth's dark Womb, 
Who ſcorns the Beam of Light, he can't enjoy. 

And yet this Man, thort- btad as he is, 43 
plume EP 
8 of the Weakneſs Ow 4 25 

ad Wing daring at Knowledge; 
Will arrogate — © Mantle, 1 14; | 
And ſtrip the Shrines of . 


* — 


% - 


the ENS $tagr, wy ö 


ge | . 
And for his N lnſtine barter Reaſon. 
| Haran: s Regulus, 


„ So weals is Man when deſtin'dto: 
The mm and the Crafty truſt. 
8. Jaan8oN's Jrene. 


k 0 When ſocial Laws fin harmoniz'd the World 
Superior Man poſſeſs d the Charge of Rule, Ore 
The Scale of Juſtice and the Sword of Pow's * 

Nor left us aught but Fatery and State, Bid: 


* Capricious Man | to. Good ang. Tie inegal 

Too much. to fear or truſt, 9 5 

| Sometimes the Wretch..unaw'd by Harn 55 n or 1 
J With mad Devotion idolizes Honout 


ow What is the Mind of Man, e 
Of Vanity and Weakneſs ; ſhifting fall, 
As ſhift th ts of our uncertain Knowledge 
2 Or as the va dus Gale o, Paſſion breathes.' 
1 manner 


— Sons of: Bitrons harms |- 
And each muſt have his Portion. Vulgar Minds 
Refuſe to crouch beneath their Load: - — 1 
Boar deine without eee, Malzr' Alfred. 


; „ Man's common Courſe of Natere is Det : 
ot, eden ill The wiſe Man | | 
ching III. The wiſe Man flarts | - 
1 trem hs Peril: of a Bliſs. _ 
To hope, how. bold? How daring to be fond, 
When, wa cur For is 5" 
3 nan Brothers. ; 


t 9 * 
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* As the brake ele of aſcending Smoke, tay, 
So ſolid well Grandeur, W Mart - dove 


| „God. like Man was made 
For nobler Purpoſes of general Good; 
For Action, not for Neſt. Warrkürls- s ci. 


MARRIAGE. 


Fondneſs is Hill the Effect of new Delight: _ 
Marriage is but the Pleaſure of a Day; 

| The Metal's baſe, the Gilding worn away. 
4 D& YDEN's 5 RM | 
- Didi Love, Love without a Prieſt and Altar ? | 
The Temples are inanimate, and know not | 
What Vows are made in them: : The Prieſt Aland; 


read | 
For's Hire, and cares not what Hearn he co er; a 
Love alone is Marriage. Da rbsw' Afognatin. | 
tte ee 

. Ove, * ! 
Fair Angels 3 out Bridal Hymn above: f 
Th' Eternal, . ſhook the Firmament, | 


And conſcious Nature gave her glad Conſent :- 

Roſes unbud, and every — Flower 

Flew from their Stalks.- to firew thy Nuptial Bower: 

The * and feather'd Kind the Triumph did pur- 
ue 

And Fiſhes leap'd above the Stream the aſſing Pomp 
to view. Daxbzx State of, [unocence. 


| Marriage, thou Curſe of Love, and Snare of Life! 
That firſt debas'd a Miſtreſs to a Wife! 
Love, like a Scene. at Diſtance ſhould appear, 


I A ts .ctaca vv. vv a 


Bat Marriage views the groſs dawb'd Landfcape near: 


Love's nauſeous Care; thou, cloy'k whom thou 
5 en a 1 6 


the Emouren STAGE. wy 


And when bon curl, e Diſeaſe. 

When Hearts are loaſe, thy Chain our Bodies ties 3 

Love couples Friends, but Marriage Enemies. 
Daros s ' Conqueſt of Granada, 


MG is like a War to Meng. 
The Battle cauſes. 1 — _ ſweet want 
Of nn at the laſt wy 
= ue. 

8 My 
When bx'd. to one; Lyn ae at Anchor ng 5 
And dares the Fury of the Wind and Tides; — 4 
But loſing once that Hold, to the wide Ocean born, 
It drives away at Will, to every Wave or Scorn. 
10920.907 5 Ole * " Diirvuh's : Tjrannic Laus. 


| eee ee n 52 A 
No! were d eliw evadd wiſh, as für ns 
As would the vaineſt of Ber Sex be thought; 5 
With Wealth beyond what Womus's Pride © could 


waſte, 
She hould noe cheat me of-my Freedom. Marry! 


grow old and * of the World, 
5 Sw def M 3 
Wife enn withal;- 7% 2 
| it! 23 1094: Opwarf Orphans 
r: Curs'd be the Memory, , doubly cury'd, 16 
1 Of her that wedded Age for nteveſt fit! 
Tho' worn with Years, with fruitleſs Wiſhes fall, 
np Tis all Day .troqbleſome;” and all Night dull? 
| Who wed — Fools, indeed, lead happy Lives: 4 
Fools are the fitteſt fineſt Things for Wives; 
e Yet old Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Eaſe, 
; e 


p W 
ar: | 
1 W . 


— 
* 
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{ Tf you would have the * Union "4 
Let nd een. wa 
239 en be 1172 de Fab Pai, 


Wedge love ib founded on Efteem, 
Which the fair Merits of the Mind en 
For thoſe are Charms that, aever can 
8 which gi AR Whateneſs tothe. Sa, 
Improves their Luſtre, CEP Ca ines 


| oft. by:Pazents jain'd, unknowin innocent, 
Ard Joo ay Pune jd, iknoring 
1 not a Loves to heroes; 

e momentary Tran 
e Sereno 


Bat the yoor Ce 


DIO YH - 11 1 


wh > 2x6 up gel Marrs! 
Where Hands lows co EEE: 
Ties of\ PPT N e e. 
. 18 Th 4 R r R A I BETH b 
18 + : i © . 


To Minds reſoly's de Threats of Des ene aj 
Thermen to: Fe, mn ney furs | 
2 Durvis 's Tyfangic Love. 


| The Martyes, the' bot dumn wäth painted Flame, 
n W We 


ogy hrs bod bred 


's Theodofius. 


0 
' 


_ | 14th 4 - 
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To die thus for Religion, S at N 
It puts the Soul in ever mr 
And ſounds. already in the Ears of A 

And, oh! what Canſe had ever ſuch — AN 
I tell thee, that the Root ſhall reach the Centre, 
Spread | 


TE 


Slaughter beſtrid the Streets, and firetch'd himſelf 
To ſeem more 1 > whilt to his ſtain'd Thighs _ 
The Gore he drow-flow'd up, and carry down - 
m_ — — Bodies thro* his Arch: 
No Age was no Sex,” nay, no Degree, 
—— in the Porch of — M 2: 

The Sick, the Old, r 227 
Longer by Nature's Boonty, — oa 


* 


To 1 whowendl 1 
Was dull and poor; ſome fell to make the Namber, 
As ſome the Prey. The rugged Charon fainted, 

And aſk'd a Navy rather than a Meet, . 
To ferry over the ſad World thut euame: mop 114 
Ide Maus and Dens could nor-rective | - 4 
Tue Bodies that their Souls were ff dae ben 1. 
And even the Graves were filpd Men ye 
"= PN n. mix d them wich 
Jonson! Oe. 


Vente Deſtrucuon to this curſed City! * 
Let not one — of all her Towers ſtand ſafe : 
Let not her Pemples, nor her Gods vſcape : 
Let Huſbands in their Wives Embraces Periſu: 
Let Youth be maſſacred, her Virgins raviſh'd. | 
IIS . Orwar' Cain: , 


eine £4 £50088 . 
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| The Matrons, and the Virgins Cries, 

| The Screams of dying Infants, and the Groans. 

Of murder d Men, are Mufick to appeaſe me. 
Or war Caius Maria, 


- Whither, oh! nber ſhall we iy for Safer b 
| Already recking Murder's in our Streets: 
Matrons with Infants in their Arms are butcher d, 
And „ e r Houſe of _ hter 
d, 


LIAFY £14 


912 | Methinks I ſee-+ 77 
The Glutton Death gorg d with devouring Ln 
Nothing but Images of Horror round me: 
Rome all in Blood, the raviſh'd Veſtals raving,” 
The ſacred Fire put out; robb'd Mothers Shrieks, 
Deaf ning the Gods with Clamours for their Babes, 
That ſprawl'd aloft upon the Soldiers — 

The Beard of Age pluck'd off by barb rous Hands, 
. While from their piteous — and horrid Gaſhe, 
TW nr oy flow'd faſter than the Blood. 

| IO rms | 


TH: 


8 He among | us 

That ſpares his Father, — 5 or his Friend. 
Is damn'd. How rich and beautequs will the Face 
Or Ruin look, when. theſe wide 8 run Blood! 
I. and the glorious Partner of my Fortunes, | 
Shouting and ſtriding o'er the proſtrate Dead, 
Still to new, Waſte ; whilſt thou far off in Safety, 
8 ſhall lee the Wonders of our Daring. 

. OrTway's Vein Preſere'd, 


8.4 


| W all the Horrors of that Night; ft 
Murder and Rapine, Waſte and n. 
Confuſedly raging. "24 j 


Think thou already bear- the eying dans 


Ot harmleſs Infants: 
. ri 
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r 1 


Kneeling before th #4 tet, e 
With torn — d Hair, and ing 

Breaſts beſmear d 35 sed; ; 
with which their fondled Babes 


Their naked man 
day th v huts, pn Anguiſh from them. 
Soft! " 

, wht! Orwar* Penice n 


m the Boſe | 
ron et [ 


I, Thar ad B cis produce 


To make a SpeRtele of Horror Bid.” | 
- Nr 
In which the fatal laſt Aſſault was made; 
Or how the Greeks, whether by Force or Fraud, - 
be — _ 
That foamin | 
— — its ET y grivly Form $7 
Was cen, a — , in 
There a 
The Vi Sink th anquiſh'd bite the Ground: | 
There venerable Matrons, ſcreaming Maida, a 
With Hands ow deag'T in vara for . 
— | 
MEDIOCRITY.”| | 1 
O hard Condition! Twin- born wich Greamefs, | 
Subject to the Breath of every Fool, „ 
No more can feel, but his own Wringing ! “ : 
Tut me 
That private Men enj 
And what have Kings, ; chat Private have aste. 
29 y? bor Tie : 
what art thou, Ceremony ; 
Vo. II. - What 


==. y 


* 
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What Kind of God art thou, that ſuffer't more 

Of mortal Griefs, than do thy Worſhippers ? 

What are thy Rents ? What are thy Comings in? 

O Ceremony I ſhew me but thy Worth: 

Art thou aught elſe but Place, Degree and Form, 

Creating Fear and Awe in other 

W herein thou art more happy being fear'd, 

Than they in fearing ? 

What 2 er of, inſtead, * wen — 

But poiſo a ? e t Grea 1 

And bid 0 thy fm ny give thee _ 

Think'ſt thou, thy fiery Fever will go * 

With Titles blown from Adulationn? 

Will it give Place to Flexure, and low Bendi ? 

Can'ſ thou, when thou command't the 2 nee, 

382 the Health of 't ? No, thou proud Dream, 
hat plays I. ſubtilly with a 10 8 Repoſe ! 

3 am a King that find thee, and I know, 

Tis not x yn the Scepter, and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 

The intertiflu'd Robe of Gold and Pearl, 

The ſacred Title running fore the King, 

The Throne he ſits on, nor the Tide of Pomp, 


That beats from off the high Shore of this World; 


No, not all theſe thrice gorgeous Ceremony, . 
Not all theſe, laid in Bed. Maietical, 7 
Can ſleep ſo ſoundly, as the weary'd Slave, 
Who, with a Body fill'd, and vacant Mind, 
Gets him to Reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſtful Bread, 
Never ſees horrid Ni ht, the Child of Hell, 
But like a Lacquey, — the Riſe to Set, 
Sweats in the Rye of Phebu7, and all Night 
'Sleeps in Ely/fum. Next Day after Dawn, 
Riſes and helps Hyperion to his Horſe, 

And follows {o, the cver- running Year, 


With profitable Labour to his rave: 
; - AVE * f : 1 4 7 2 ; Wind- 


D 
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Winding up Days with Toll; and Nigbts wick le 
Has che Forehand and Vantage of 1 King, oy 

ee . SHEETSPRAE'; Bag 
0 Mediocrity 15 £4 4 Sree 


Thou prizeleſs Jewel only mean Men have; 
But cannot value; like the precious Gem, 


Found in the Muckhill by the ignorant Cock. 


BeauMonT's Zucen of Corinth, 


Thus. bappy, who would envy pompous Pow'r 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth 0 f Cities ? 


Orwar“ Orphan. 


Greatneſs, the Earneſt of malicious 8 | Oo” 
For future Woe was never meant a Good : W 
Baited with gilded Ruin, tis caſt out - | 
To catch poor eaſy Man. What is't to ben Prince? 
To have a keener Senſe of our Misfortunes': + 
That's all our wretched Gain. 

The Vulgar think us happy; and at Diſtance, - 1 
Like ſome fam'd ruinous Pile, we ſeem to flouriſh : 
But we who live at Home, alone can tell 19 

The ſad Diſquiets, and Decays of Peace, 
That always haunt the Dwelling. O Ambition? 
Had my kind Fate deſign d my Fortune here, 
Bred among Swains, with my Semanthe by me, 

The __ ring Beauty of ſome neighbouring . 


What Ages of Content might I have. paſs'd, 1 f 
Till Time had quench'd both Life and Love toge- 
ther. SouTHrern's Loyal Brothers, 


7 and inſignificant are Greatneſs, | -_ 
Sl calth, Magnifconce and Pomp; * 
hat with fas Brightneſs dazzle 4 1 Eyes, FA 
And mg the fawning Crowd admire and tremble; 
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If ſweet Tranquility of Mind be wanting : 

And vain are all ſoft Blandiſhments to gain, 

Or ſoath the troubled Soul. A careleſs Swain 

Stow'd in a little Cottage with Content, 

Is happier far than I: His flender Wealth 

In bleating Flocks, and low'ring Herds conſiſts; 

Him, flow'ry Lawns, and limpid Streams delight; 

Few are his Wiſhes, and his. Joys are boundleſs ; 
Sings all the Day, and ſweetly at Night. 

= EL.. Haxwood's Fair Captive. 


MEETING. 


My Soul, for thou giveſt new Life to my Spirit, 
Myriads of Joys, tho ſhort in Nomber of 
Thy Virtues, fall on thee! O my Ege / 
Th Aſſurance that I do embrace thee, makes 
My twenty Years of Sorrow but à Dream: 
* by the Nedar which I take from thee, 
I feel my Age reſtor d, and like old , 
Grow young again. BzaunonT's Martial Maiden, 


Juſt ſo, when welcome Light begins to riſe, 
An onknown Comfort ſteals on troubled Eyes. 
enen Virgin, 
„eil 322884 


 _ Rat here ſhe comes | 
In the calm Harbour of whoſe 
My Tempeſt. beaten Soul may 
O my Heart's Joy ! whate'er my Sorrows be, 
They ceaſe and vaniſh in beholding thee : 
Care ſhuns thy Walk, as at the chearful Light 
The groaning Ghoſts and Birds obſcene take Flight: 
By this one View all my paſt Pains are paid, 
Aud all I have to come more eaſy made. 
hs ah Dxyptn'; Aurengzebe. 


ntle Breaſt, 
reſt. 


: "Tis 
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'Tis he himſelf, himſelf! b wy pL 
Art thou retura'd at laſt, my 
Come, give me all myſelf. 

Davoun's Ml ir Low. 


I muſt be filent, for m y Soul is buſy 
About a noble Work : She's new come Home, 
Like a long abſent Man, and wanders o'er 
Each Room, a Stranger do her own, to ſes * 
If all be ſaſe. A 


Griefs ſhall fly like Clonds before Semandra : 
ot Coir tn lb drives them O my Star | 
Thou Day, that gild it my little World of Comfort 

Luz": Mithridates. 


1 Dre 2 
or pu iſeries 
p —53 Nd thn 


But this bleſs'd | 
rr rug Tard Outer 


Thou tieſt Pleaſure, 
ee che kind Heav'n could fend | 


Oh! i new Starts of Glory © 
Spring in my Breaſt, and with a backward Bound, 
1 run the Race of h Youth again. 

L's bead. 


Oh! cre I thank againſt the Darts of Love! 
And cold to , as the Marble Lover, 
That lies without a Thought upon his Tomb; 
Would not this glorious Dawn of Life run thro" me, 
And waken uelf ? Why am I flow then? g 
What hinders now, but that in Spite of Rules, * 
I burſt caro all the Bands of Death that W 


* 


FP. 
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And fly with ſuch a Haſte to that Appearance, 
As bury'd Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons ? 
LI“ Theodofeus. 


= comes, my Lord, with all th' expecting Joys 
f a youn 3 Lover: From his Eyes 
Big Hope 1 k forth, and _—_ Fancy forms 
Netking 4 Theodofius ſtill before * 
His Thought, bis every Word is Theodeffus. 1514. 


Where is my Friend ? Oh ! where is my Beloved ? 
My Theodefrus ? Point him out, ye Gods! 
That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms ; 
Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, | 
That languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of Breath, 
And cannot utter more. bid. 


O my Siſter | let me hold thee 
Long in'my ns. Tve not beheld thy Face 
Theſe man Days. By Night I've . ſeen thee 
In gentle nd ſatisfy'd my Soul 


With fancy'd Joys, till Morning Cares awak'd me. 


OTwar*s Orphan. 


O Tramin come, 
Come to my Arms, thou only Joy of Titus ! 
Huſh to my Cares, thou Maſs of hoarded Sweets 
Selected Hour of all Life's happy Moments ! 
Lee's Lucius Junius Brutus. 


But ſee, ſhe comes 
— ht as the Virgin Bluſhes of the Morn, 
arts the Darkneſs of my Fate, 
And arts a Day of Comfort thro' my Soul, a 
SOUTHERN's Lojal Brothers. 


Oh | let my FLIER thus preſs thee to my Heart 
That labours wich the Longings of = Love; 
— and heaves, and feign would out to meet 

thee. SOUTHERN's Diſappointment. 


No 
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No Mother that has mourn'd hay long > loſt Infant. 
Rejoices half ſo much to find her Darling ; 
Or views the lovely Babe with half the Fondneſs 
I look on the. 5 


O my Antigone ! 
What ſhall I ſay to tell thee, that my Soul 
Is full with Joy | ? How ſhall I pour it forth? 
To ſee thee ſtill the ſame, to fee thee mine, ' 
Is all the Gods could grant, or I could aſk. 14. 


Talk not of Fears and Griefs, 
Affliction is no more, now thou art found: „ 
Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my Arms? 
My Arms, which ach to hold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with  twining. | 

FN | Concaevr's Mourning Bride. 


It is, it is:-Mphonſo ! "tis his Face, 
His Voice! I him now: I Know him all ! 
Oh ! take me to thy Arms, and bear me * 
Back to the Bottom of the boundleſs De 
To Seas beneath, where thou ſo lon dwelt 1 
Oh ! how haft thou return'd ? how thou charm'd. 
The Wildneſs of the Waves and Rocks to this, 
That thus relenting, they” have giv'n thee back 
To Earth, to Light and Life, to Love and me? 


Oh! I'll not aſk, nor anſwer how, or wh > 
We both have backward trod the Paths of 4 - 
To meet again in Life : To know I have hor.” 

Is knowing more than any Circumſtance, 

Or Meals by which I have thee ; | 

To fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy Lips 

And gaze. upon thy Eyes, is ſo much Joy, 

I have not Leiſure to "fled, or know, 
Or trifle Time in thinking. 


I & 


The Bleſing, perch d on ſome tall Poplar's 
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Th ates Wk to tell thee what I've felt, 

The Sorrows and the Fears, ev'n yet I tremble ; 

Ev'n yet the fierce Ideas ſhock my Soul, 

And. hardly yield to Wonder and to 1555 
we's Ulyſſes. 


But ſee he comes /! the lovely Tyrant comes ! 
He ruſhes on me like a Blaze of Light! 
J cannot bear the Tran} _ his Prefence, 
But fink oppreſs'd with 

1 s Pheadra and Hyppolitus. 


Fail, __ Maid, how does thy Beauty ſmooth 
The. Face a, and make or's orror ſmile !- 
At r Heart ſhakes off its Sorrows: 
I feel a Dawn of A 
. 


Arms, 


welcome — my | 
Welcome, thrice welcome to the glad Alacive: - 
Nor were os Joo r of Ion more pleas'd, 
After the Deluge of th' un Earth, | 
To ſee the — 8. and the 2 
The burthen d Plains ſhake off th' — Waves 
— 

is once again 1 

EO: Bzcr | 1 Seipts. 


Is Heay' n ſo kind, 
To bleſs me with Alucius, let me now 
Be wrapt in the eternal Shades of Night, : 
That I may end thus with the Taſte of Blifs, 
Thus, thus, embracing thee. 1bid 


* So when the feather'd Choir have fainted long 
Beneath the Dog-ſtar's Heat; if kindly Rains 
Revive them from above, they meet half-wa 
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Refreſh their Plames, and prune their drooping Wings, 


my * and ſing its Welcome. 
Ixrraz rs Edwin. 


# Welcome * ** to m Soul than l 
What I have felt in n From thee, : 
Could be 
Thy Preſence b 
If ought of Bliſs | 
It is with thee to por it, and become 
More worthy of thy Beauty and thy Love. 


Er. Haywood": D. off Brunfewick- Cakes 


* Now, by the Tranſports in my thrilling Veins, 
My 2 t leaps with Joy to meet 


Mot weltogs to Bute Ari, Ah ! my loved Lord; 


Could you conceive _ Fears — our Abſence ret 


The kind Su 
_—_ every inging Dart, ond —— Spear, 


our Breaſt 
Yor from e might 9 my preſen 


Frowps's Pbilot 


0 Lofander, 5 N ſhall I 
That would anlade its happy Freight at once, 
And pour the Torrent out, among the One 
Of hurrying Words, yet fails of 


Oh! how can I deſcribe—how bear the painful Joy | 


Zaida. If after Abſence it be Joy to meet; 
oy a Gloom, if the Sun ſhines more brightz 
Happineſs refines by Sorrows paſt ; 
_ en is ours, — and above 


common N 
| Havary' s es 


''* Oh! my Chiennefira! 
Now, in this dear attic. I _ Toils 
Of ten Years War ; Abſence, with all its Pains, 


I's 


lay ? My over-haſty Soul, * 


UT NS CD eee e——_——————_———————— Ce _—_———_ 
: 


Warm as at this bleſt Moment, 
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* 
Pe % 
- ts V 0 


Is by this charming Moment wip'd away 
All- teous Gods ! ſure, never was a Heart 


So full, ſo bleſt as mine.— | 
THoOMPsON's Agamemmon, 


Oh, Ariana, is it given me then 
To claſp thee thus, thus fondly to my Boſom ! 
This tender Minute pays an Age of Care; 
Expels all Fears, all Torments from my Mind, 
While feeble Hope gives Way to fierceſt Joy ! 
Let me devour thy Beauties, feed to Death 


Om), we will never, never part again. 


SHIRLEY's Parricide. 


Look ever thus; with that bright Glance of Joy 
Thus always meet my Tranſports. Let theſe Arms 
Thus ever fold me ; and this Cheek, that blooms 
With all Health's op'ning Roſes, preſs my Lips, 


Mason's Elfrida. 


3 cannot be, my Senſes all deceive me 
And yet it is. — Oh, let me upon thee, 
Recall each Trace which marks thee for my own, 


And gives me back the Image of my Heart. 


' WurTBuBAD's Creuſa. 
| * My kindling Heart 
At thy Approach, with ſympathetic Love 
To meet thee ſprings, . and with thy gen'rous Flame 


Tranſported, longs to meet its faithful Fires. 
MELANCHOLY. 
Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune's Womb, 
Now coming towards me, grieves my inmoſt Soul. 
SHAKESPRAR's Richard Il. 


Againft 


— 


Againſt ill Chances Men are ever merry, 5 \ 
But Heavineſs fore-runs the good Event, 7 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry IV. | 


A heavy Melancholy hangs on his Mind, 
And in his en inhabit moſt ſad Shadows. 
'  BravumonT's Double . 


Like the Day- Dreams of melancholy Men, 
I think, and think on Things impoſſible, 


Yet love to wander i in the golden Maze. 
Darn Rival Ladies,” 


Sure ſome ill Fate's upon me: 7 | 
Diſtruſt and Heavineſs fit round my Heart, 
And 9 ſhakes my tim'rous Soul. 


Orwar' Orphan, 


My Mind's not well : I h 


A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart, | 
I droop, and ſigh, and yet I know not why. JR . 


There 8 ne del hangs moſt heavy on my Heart, 
And ap, Brain with Dulneſs. , 


Orwar / Caius A. ? 


* Melancholy haunts me every where, 
And not one kindly Gleam pierces the Gloom 


Of my dark Thoughts, to give a Glimpſe of Comfort. 


SOUTHERN's Loyal Brothers, 


A ſudden Damp has ſeiz'd m r | 4+ ap 
And, like a Cos Weight, . ; 


Hangs on their aQtive $, 
5 N 's Duke 7 . 


Unuſual Weight han on my lab'ring Soul, 
Preſaging inauſpicious Joy, 


We 


" 
2 „ 
* F 
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16G0N's Generous Conpurrer 
This 


, 


+ ene 
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This M 


flatters but unmans you ; 
3 is it elſe but P of Soul? | 
Froſt, a Numbneſs of the Mind, 
Tha ocks up all the Vigour to Attempt, 


By bare! crying, tis impoſſibleꝰ Yes 
8 4 G 


A Kind of Wei ht _ heavy on my Heart, 

EF 2d oa, 
e Fowl in Air too 

As if the were a Body in a Body, * 
And not a mounting Subſtance — of Fire. 
My Senſes too, are dull and lupiß d, « 
Their Edge rebated: Sure ſome | approaches, 
And ſome kind Spirit knocks ſoftly at my Breaſt, 


Bid. 
He ns, and hangs his diſcontented Head, 
Like Merit ſcorn'd by * 11 
7 Pe 
MEMORY. 
Remember thee ; 


Ay, thou Ghoſt ; while Memory holds a Seat 

In this Ainkaded Globe: Remember thee ! 

Yes, from the — kn of my Memory 

Ill wipe aw 14 nd Records, 

All Saws of all Forms, all Preſſures paſt, 

That Youth and Obſervation copy'd there ; 

And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live 

Within the Book and Volume abs Graeme 

Unmix'd with baſer Matter. | 
| Sanna Hamlet. 


dly have for | 
comes o'er wp Memory, : 


F 


I Do moſt 
Bat, oh! afreſh it 


— 


8 
— 
Az 
= 


- 
4 * 
- 
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As does the Raven o'er'th' infe@tious Houſe,” 
Boding to all ! © — 


. 
On my Remembrance. How I long for Night! 


That the Sweets of mutual Love m 5 | 
And triumph once o'er Czfer e er . 
Dar Ml fir: Love. 


I never can 
He once was mine, and once; 


now "tis gone, 


Leaves» ane Image of Pollion All | Fes 


lhid. 


Tho' Time has plough'd that Face 
With many Furrows, fince I faw it firſt; 
Yet I'm too well acquainted with the Ground, 
Quite to forget it. Dzypen and LEE Oe. ö 


A confus d Repark d thro" my Ears, 
But full of Hurry, like a Morning Dream, 


ſe . FO EY AOL -thih <3 


"Tis loſt, 
Like what we think can never ſhun Remembrance, 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds, _.. hid, 


The ſad Remembrance 


While I have Breath, I will remember thee: 
To thee alone I will my Thoughts confine, 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine ; 
The 1 of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill. 
Fate and my End, and thy Remembrance üm, 


Oh „ 


1 
t him 19 19% 


\ * 


mange at 
: 


L Thvodefias. 


"& 
£ - b - „ — LL 4 
* 


r Wounds agen?) * 


2 
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And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer Drops, 
That make us die with Shame. Lnz8's Theodofius,. 


Have a Care Manage drive that Thought no fur. 


Oh ! for a long ſound Sleep, and ſo forget it ! 
-OTrwarY's Venice Preſerv'd, 


The. Joys I * ſſeſs d are ever mine; 
Out of thy Reach, behind Eternity; 
Hid in the ſacred. Treaſure of the paſt; 
But bleſt Remembrance brings 'em hourly back. 
| Dzxvypen's Don Sebafian 


Something like 
That Voice, methinks, I ſhould have fomeniedt heard, 
But Floods of Woes have hurry'd it far off, 
Beyond my Ken of Soul, by 4 
1 


Why was I ever bleſt? Why is Remembrance 
Rich with a thouſand pleafing Images 
Of paſt Enjoyments, fince *tis but to plague me ? 
To think of all the golden Minutes paſt ; 
To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy: 
But like an Angel fallen from Bliſs, to curſe 
My preſent * and mourn the Heav'n Ive loſt ! 

.  Rows's Tamerlane. 


But, oh ! the Torment, and the Rack of Soul! 
To keep our Thoughts for ever on the Bent ! 
wa mſelves I ftill labouring to forget, 

* by the Labour we remember more | 

SOUTHERN's Fate of Capua. 


ſ Why dot tho ſearch (deep and urge my Me- 


To conjure up — Y Wron to Life again? 
J have long labour'd to forget myſelf; 
To think on all Time backward like a Space 140 
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Idle and void, where nothing e er had Being; 
gut thou haſt peopled it again: 

Oh ! thou haſt ſet my buſy. Brain at Work! 
And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 
Which, to preſerve my Peace, I'd caſt aſide, 


And ſunk in deep Oblivion. i 
2 Row Jane Shores 


MERCHANT. 


I in my private Bark already wreck'd, _ | 
Like a poor Merchant driv'n on unknown Land, / 
That had by Chance pack'd up his deareſt Treaſure 
In one rich Caſket, and ſav'd only that: 
Since I muſt wander farther on the Shore, 

Thus hug my little, but my precious Store, 
Reſolv'd to ſcorn, and truſt my Fate no more. Y 
OTwarY's Venice Preſerv'd: 


The Merchant ſtranded, and his Fortunes loſt; 
Fix'd on the floating Maſt, each God implores ; _ 
With longing Eyes the diſtant Mountain views, 

And vows he'll never truſt the Ocean more : 
But when eſcap'd, all his Reſolves are vain : 5 


Thus I relapſing reaſſume my Chain, 
Forget the Danger, and renew the Pain. | 
H1ccon's Generous Conguerar. 


So when the Merchant ſees his Veſſel loſt, 1 
Tho' richly freighted from a foreign Coaſt; / I 
Gladly for Life, the Treaſure he would give, | 
And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live: | 
Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind, 

But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind, £ 
Cleaves to one faithful Plank, and leaves the reſt 
| behind. Rows ' Fair Penitent. 
| \- {2a 


" 
” 
A 


| | th MERCY; 


— EEE cas = 


> Fas i A. - > 


| Mercy but murders, pardonin 
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MERCY. 


Not the King's Crown, nor the deputed Sword ;— 
The Mareſcha ' Truncheon, nor the Judge's Robe, 


Become them with one half ſo good a Grace, 

As Mercy does. 

Alafs ! the Souls of all Men once were forfeit, 
And he that might th' Advantage beſt have taken, 


Found out the Remedy: How would ye be, 


— *. who is the Top of Jud gent, ſhould 
nd Meg) then will breathe within your Lip 
then wi ur Lips, 
And Mere th Man. * 
SHAKESPEAR's Meaſure for Meaſure. 


The Quality of Mercy is not Rtain'd, 
It Ben 5 as Cee gentle Rain from Heav'n 
Place = It is twice bleſt, 
5 F lefleth him that gives, and him that takes ; 
'Tis Mightieſt in the Mightieft ; it becomes 
The throned Monarch better than his Crown: 
His Scepter ſhews the Force of temporal Power, 
The Attribute to Power and M _— 
Wherein doth fit the Dread and Fear of Kings. 
It is an Attribute to God himſelf ; 
And earthly Power doth then ew likeſt Gods, 
When Mercy ſeaſons Juſtice. 
SHAKESPEAR's Merchant of Venice. 


g thoſe that kill, 
SHAKESPEAR / Romeo and F ulitt. 


Thy Injuries would teach Patience to blaſpheme: 
Yet fill thou art a Dove. | | 
BraumonT's Double Marriage. 


Oh ! think, think upwards on the Thrones above ! 
Diſdain not Mercy, for they wad love: 


1 


If 


* 
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If Mercy were not mingled. with their Power, 
This wretched World could not ſubſiſt an Hour. 
DavanxanT's Siege of Rhades, . 


Weigh well the various Turns of human Fate, 
mH Ky 


RYDEN's 


In puniſhing ; and ſhould not we reſemble them? 
1 t ur DzYpen's Tempeſt. 
Heav'n has but 
Our Sorrow for our Sins, and —— — 
1 Man; ſweet Mercy ſeems 
Its darling Attribute, which limits Juſtice ; 
As if there were in Infinite, 
And Infinite would rather want Perfection, 
Than puniſh to Extent. | 
13 Daros Al for Love. 
Mercy is good: A very good dull Vine: 
But Kings miſtake its Timing, and are mid; 
When manly Courage bids em be ſevere. 
. : Dazrpau's Spaniſh Friar, | 
Mercy is ſtill a Virtoe, and moſt priz'd, 
When Hope of Pardon leaves ns. oath b pa vie 449d 
SouTHERN's Loyal Brother. 


Ev'n Heav'n is weary'd with repeated Crimes, 
Till Lightning flaſhes round to guard the Throne, 
And the curb'd Thunder 5 5 to be gone. 


Darszx 'r Duke of Guife, | 


A Mercy * d. undeſerw d, IX. * 
Surpriſes Bos. Darbew Din d , 


_— 


* 
9 Sas ” 4 
— 
. J 1 1 * % - — 1 
J = ” 1 < 4 
» — 1 - * - 2 CY - * 
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Of all the Attributes that Je can boaſt, 
Mercy's the moſt divine: And of all Men, 
The merciful are pleaſing to the Gods. 
, | LansDownN's Heroic Low, 


Oh do not thus with Cruelty's keen Breath 
Blow off and ſcatter the ſweet Dew of Mercy, 
When from the Heav'n of Power that ſoft Rain falls, 
The thriving State looks freſh, Dominion proſpers, 
And parch'd Rebellion ſhuts her drowthy Sars 
Mercy is the becoming Smile of Juſtice; 

This makes her lovely as her Rigour dreadful, 
Either alone defective, but when join'd, | 
Like Clay and Water in the Potter's Hand, 
They mingle” Influence and together riſe 
In Form, which neither ſeparate cow'd beſtow. 

FOI of 20220 HII I' Henry V. 


| .. Mercy is a Topick 

Copious and fair, but Men who counſel Monarchs, 
Muſt ſmile at ſimple Nature's moral Dreams, 
And ſkill'd in manly Rigour, caſt off Pity ; 
Pity ! That Waſter of a Prince's Safety, 
What! ſhall a villain Hind defy his King, 
. Spurn at his Laws, and then cry, Help me, Mercy; 
I would have us'd my Sovereign like a Slave, 
And therefore muſt have Mercy, out upon't! 
"Tis the Prieſt's Rattle, Heav'n's ambroſial Diet, 
Too thin a Food for Mortals, Man wou'd ſtarve ont. 

| | Ibid. 

ha. 


Think on Mercy! 
Mercy ! the brighteſt Diadem of Empire ! 
Mercy ! that does diſtinguiſh Men from Brutes ' 
And Kings that uſe it right, from common Men! 
Morrrzr' Imperial Captive:. 


To pardon Failings, and, by innate Virtue, 
Be made incapable of yielding to them, 1 


vt. 


If 
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Is the exact Reſemblance of the Deity, | + 2 
And only the Prerogative of Heaven. 
ELIZz. HA Twoop' Frederick D. of Brunſwick, be. 


* Thine be the Taſk to move Compaffion; miſs: 

To teach this Maxim, and enforce its Truth ; ws 

That when the mightieſt Monarch would diſplay _ 

His ampleſt Rule, and full Extent of Sway; 

Mercy, the nobleſt Triumph of the Throne, 

His great Prerogative, ſhould then be ſhewn. | 
Faowpe's Philotas. 


” Tis God like to forgive; yet oftentimes _ 
That Mercy finks into a Weakneſs, as it gives 
A ſecond Opportunity to thoſe | | 
Who miſs the firft. HavarD's Scanderbeg. 


* Of all the Paths, which lead to human Bliſs, 
The moſt ſecure and grateful to our Steps —. 
With Mercy and Humanity is mark'd. 
The ſweet tongu'd Rumour of a gracious Deed. . 
Can charm from hoſtile Hands the uplifted Blade, 
The Gall of Anger into Milk transform, . 
And dreſs the Brows of Enmity in Smiles. 
GL OVER's Baadicaa. 
1 — 
0 1 not Juſtice, is the Throne of Princes ; 
For what is Power, tho' boundleſs and A i" 
A Deity of Awefulneſs and Fear. 
But in the Whirlwind of its Wrath, when flies 
The burning Shaft, if Mercy's ſaving Hand 
Arreſts its Flight ; then we kneel an worſhip, 
And mix our Praiſe with Gratitude and Love. 
9 5 5 


MERIT. 


Let none preſume” 4 
Without the Stamp of Merit to obtain. 


Oh} 
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Oh ! that Eſtates, and Offices, 

Were not deriv'd y ! and that clear "WO 
Were 3 | 
How many then would cover, who ftand bare |! 
How many be commanded who command [ 

How much low Peaſantry would then be glean'd 
From 2 * Seed of Honour ! and how much Ho. 


Pick'd — 'the Chaff and Ruin of the Times, 


To be new varniſh'd. 
SHAKESPEAR's Merchant of Via. 


There's a proud Modeſty in Merit ! 
Averſe from aſking, and reſolv'd to pay 
Ten Times the Gift it aſks. Dxvypan's Clemens, 


* I tell thee then, whoever amidſt the Sons 
e 
ays ” is a 
Of — — 's own creating. Such have riſen, 
Sprung from the Duſt; or where had been our He 
| nours ? 
And ſuch in radiant Bands will riſe again, 
In yon immortal ings 598 that, when 


Depreſt by Fate, 


t Ruin, 


—— as with an En vine, 
On her aſtoniſh'd Foes, — hakes them from her 
\ TrHoMeson's Corrolanw, 


MERMAID. 


I — 
And heard a Mermaid on a Dolphin's Bac 
Uttering ſuch dulcid and harmonious 
That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song; 


And 


b 
1 
I 
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And certain Stars ſhot madly from their Spheres, 
To hear the Sea-maid's Muſic. | 
 SHAKESPEAR's Mid/ummer Night's Dream, 


MIRTH. 


While I am compaſs'd round 
With Mirth, my Soul lies hid in Shades of Grief; _ 
Whence like the Bird of Dy t, with half ſhut Eyes 
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She peeps and d at the Sight of Day. 
Daros Rival Ladis. 
Then all was Jollity, 

Feaſting and Mirth, light Wantonneſs ind Laughter, 
Pipin 1 Playing, inſtrelfies and Maſking, * 
Till — like an idle Dream; 1 
A Momery without a Meaning. - 

ww Rows's pan, Shore, * 9 


MISC HIE ß. UL Aj 


When once the Mind is to Deſtruction bent, 45 
How eaſy tis new Miſchiefs to invent. 


SHAKESPEAR's Titus a" - 
O Miſchief, thou art (wit, - 


To cateh the ſtragglin Fhooghts of deſp rate Mer 1 
1 7 4 and Fate. | 


3 ——— 

y ſeeing the worſt, on Hopes depended. 
— ant. is pail end. gone; - 
Is the next Way to draw new Miſchief on. 
What cannot be 'd when Fortune takes, 
Patience her a Mockery makes. 


The robb'd that {miles, erde ſomething bon the | 
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Miſchiefs feed, 


Like e Beaſts till they are fat, and then they bleed. 
JounsoN's Yo/pone. 


Miſchiefs are like the Cockatrice' s Eye, 


If they ſee firſt, they kill; if ſeen they die. 
SUCKLI x Sad One, 


| Methinks, if Miſchief had but this to vaunt, 


That like a God none knows her but herſelf, 


It were e to mount her o'er the World. 
Lee's Cæſar Borgia. 


How el uent is Miſchief to perſwade ! 
bs | en 's Spaniſh Friar, 


Down, riſing Miſchief, down, or I will kill thee, 
Ev'n in the Cauſe, and ſtrangle new-born Pity. 
DzYpen's Duke of Guiſe, 


Miſchief to ſome, to others muſt be good. * 
ia. 


MIS E R. 


Good Morning to the Day, and next, my Gold; ; 
the Shrine, that I may ſee my Saint: 


Hail the World's Soul and mine! more glad, than i 


The teeming Earth to ſee the long'd-for Sun 
Peep thro' the Horns of the Celeſtial Ram, 
Am = to view thy Splendor, dark*ning his; 
That Iyi ying here amongſt my other Hoards, 
Shew'ſ like a Flame by Night; or like the 'Day, 
Struck out of Chaos, when all Darkneſs fled 
Unto the Centre. 0 thou Son of. Sol / 
But brighter than thy Father, let me kiſs - 
With Adoration thee, and every Relict 
Of ſacred Treaſure in this bleſſed Room. 
Well did wiſe Poets, by thy glorious Name, 


Title an. 2 


A © 
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That being the beſt of Things, and ſar tranſcending 


All Style of Joy in Children, Parents, Friends, 
Or any other waking Dream on Earth. | 
Thy Looks, when they to Venus did aſcribe, 
They ſhould have given twenty thouſand Cupid: ; ; 
Such are thy Beauties, and our Loves, dear Saint, 
Riches, the dumb God, = giv'ſt all Men Ton 


Things | 
The Price of Souls ! ev'n Hell, with thee to boot, 
Is made worth Heav'n ! Thou art Virtue, Fame, 
Honour, and all Things elſe! Who can get thee, 
He ſhall be noble, valiant, honeſt, wiſe. 


- JonnsoN's Faolpone. 


Like a Miſer midſt his 


Store, 
Who graſps, and graſps, till he can hold no more; 
And when his . is wanting to his Mind, 


Looks back, and fighs, on what he left behind. 


DzYpen's Tyrannic Love. 
At Midnight thus the Uſurer ſteals untrack d, 
To make a Viſit to his hoarded Gold, / 
And feaſts his * upon the. ſhining. Mammon. | 
. . Onwax” ; e 
Spare not Bin: 


Plander their Souls ; you'll find them in ko 8 


SmiTH's Princeſs of Parma. 


Slaves, " ne er knew Mercy! ! 
Sour unrelenting Money-loving Villains ! 
Who laugh at Vain Nature and Forgiveneſs, 
And are Prad, the Factors for Deſtruction 


* 


That can'ſt do | nought, and yet mak'ſt Men do all 


Rows' Fair Penitent. 


The Miſer true, 
Starves *midft his a from the laviſh Fear 
Of wailing what he 


- 
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MISERY. 


Is Wretchedneſs depriv'd that Benefit, 
* end itſelf by Death. 


SHAKESPEAR's King Lear, 


Nothing almoſt ſees Miracles, ber Mikery, 1 | 


I'll give thee Miſery ; for heave the dwells: 
This is her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns.: 
[ The Bird of Ni bbw. o'er the Roof; 
Grim Spectres ſw ro the horrid Gloom; 


And nought is ailings and Lamentines, 
Rows 's Fane 24 


Heavy of Heart the ſeems, and ſore aMiged : 
See a+ what ſad and ſober Cheer ſhe comes: 
Sure, or I read her Viſage much amiſs, 
Or Grief beſets her hard. "I 
— —— rw AO Minions 
Lays its upon t ; 
The dainty gewgaw Rorms diſſolve at . 
And ſhiver at the Shock. |; 


Alas! her'gentle Nature was not 


* To buffet with Adveriity. 


* eee e n 
For ſince I parted from thee, Fate has tarniſh d 


My Glories, and o'erwhelm'd me with Misfortunes. 
a) Txar Arama. 


PI not complain, 
Children and Cowards rail at their Miakbiranes ; 
I will-carb my Grief, and in my Breaſt 
Confine the ſroggling Paſſion. fr * 


For angry Heav'n has laid in Store for Zen, 
9 Miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent Woe, 


That 


* 
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That the black ſhocks my hed Bonk, 
And the Words die on my reluctant Tongue. 
| SmiTH's Pede and Hyppolituss 


My Breaſt is darker than this dreadful Night, 
* mn 2 
Youne's Bg. 
* Miſery has ſure 2 FAY Right. | 
To Pity, even to nn. 
Marrzr' Muſapbe. 


MISFORTUNE. 


© if Misfortune comes, ſhe brings a 
The braveſt Virtues. And ſo many 
Illuſtrious Spirits have convers'd wit Wee, 
Have in her School been taught, as are enough 
To conſecrate Diftreſs, and make Ambition 
Ev'n wiſh the Frown beyond the Smile of Fortune. 


Tromr30Nn's Sopbonifba. - 


y Wes are ſtrikes; and Suff'rers muſt ſubmit. 
ood Counſellers ; and, kindly, Sow, 

p'rous Error never lets us know. — 

Hur“ Airs. 

„Iten doa wet 1 wait on Vice: 

Nor is Succeſs the conſtant Gueſt of Virtue: | 

Perhaps the Gods more amiably defign | 

To ſhew the Hero ſtruggling in the Toils 

Of unforeſeen, unmerited Diſtreſs;  _ 

The Example beams Inſtruction Garth," 

And r ſerves the Purpoſes of Heav'n: 

As ſuch conſider d. HavasD's Lebe 


* Who has not known Ill-fortune, nevarikeew | 
i u Views. - MALLBT's Ahd. _— 


vor, JI, 4a . | The 
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* The brave Unfortunate: are our beſt: Acquaint⸗ 
ance. 
They-ſhew-us, Virtue may be much diſtreſs d, 
And give us their Example how to ſuffer. 
Francis Eugenia. 


* Misfortune ſtands with her Bow ever bent 
Over the World; and he who wounds another, 
Dire&s the Goddeſs-by that Part he wounds, 
Where. to ſtrike. deep, her Arrows in kimſelf. 

TOW 5 A 


MTS T. 


Like a deep nk t thickens. all the Air, 
And ftains the dun with Fog, and ſometimes Clouds, 
When they do hog him in their recking Boſcms. 

SnAkESTAR'IL Titus Andfonicus. 


A Fog, that ſteaming from the Mouth of! Hell; 
Doubles the native Horrors of the Night. 
erl. Dznx4s's. Rinalas ne 


| MISTRESS. 


I am a Garment worn, a Veſſel crack'd, 

A Load unty d, a:Lilly.trod upon! * 
A fragrant Flower crop d by anather 
My Colour _ 4 my Odour chang'd |. 


BRAUN Laue a, 
You bear the Title. of a Wife, | 
2 your Ca "oy, draw. the pitying World 


vour it: The World contemns me: 
For Thave loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 

And ſtain'd the Glory 2 Royal Hanz. g 
And Anden cha hund Name ww 7 4 

| D s All for Love 


* * N * 1 
IAN 2 — | +1 * 22 
| | 2 . 
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Leon. * Athenais 1 fee thee dead, : 
Borne a pale Corpſe, gently laid in Earth 
So I may ſay, ſhe's chaſte, and dyd 8 
Rather than view-thee with theſe wounded Eyes, 
Seated" upon the Throne of 5 


The Blaſt af common Tongues, the Nobles n 
Thy Father's Curſeʒ that is, the:/Prince's- Where 
No, Arena when the Day behelde the, 
So ſcandalouſly rais d, Pride caſt thee downy- 
The Scorn of Honour, ang tlie n 
 A4then, Nopcruel! Lane “ — 2 a 
Thy aged Head iſrom the deſtenting Aver” | 5 
Not tho” 1 ſa th trembling Body rack*8;.  - 
Thy Wrinlales too about thee fill'd with Blood: 
Would I for Empire, to the Man I love, | 
Be made the-OVjed of unlawfhl, Pleaſure. 

Leon. OW! thy Virtue! 465”: 
And ſince he does diſdain. Wee fbr bis Bi, | 
Scorn thou to be his Whore: _ 

Athen, Hold, Sir! OH! hold. forbear ! 
For my nice Soul abttors. the very Sound 
Yet with the Shame of that; and the- Deſire | 
Of an immortal Name, I am inſpir d: 
All kinder Thoughts are fled' for ever "Toh ay ” 
All Penderneſe, as if Inoer had low d. | 
Has left my Boſom colder than the Gra e.. 
Leon. On, Anna on; 'tis- bright beſoro.thes:: 
Purſue the Tracla, and thou ſhalt be a Stat 
Aiben. O Leontine ! I ſwear, my noble Father, 
That I will ſtarve, oder one % | 
And thus lets join- to.comtradif-t Th \ 
That” could not rempe a paar ld: Man; | 4] 
To ſell his Prince tha Honour of hi Datgliter';i 
And ſhe too mate d the Spirit of: her Faüerz: 


Tho Bn — 

he, for het refus d a royal Bed: 
Wh, tho' ſhe lov'd, yet did.pot of the How, 
9 her Vie be bery'd by Pow, 


and . .. 7 


p 


' 


: 
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| 
Patterns like theſe, will Tune Courts improve, 
And teach the Fair to bluſh at conſcious Love: 
Then let all Maids, for Honour, come in View, 
If any Maid can more for Glory do. 
| Le E's Theodofrus. 
Beware the dangerous Beauty of the Wanton ; 
Shun their Enticements : Ruin, like a Vulture, 
Waits pl worms Conqueſts ; Falſhood too's their Buſi- 
s.: , 
8 falſe Beauty off to all the World, 
Uſe falſe Endearments to the Fools that love em; 
And when they marry, to their ſilly Huſbands 
They bring falſe Virtue, broken Fame and Fortune. 
a g Orwar' Orphan. 


Oh! I fain would hide me 
From the baſe World, from Malice and from Shame ! 
For 'tis the ſolemn Counſel of my Sonl, | 
Never to live with publick Loſs of Honour: 
Tis fix d to die, rather than bear the Inſolence 


| Of each affected She, that tells my Story, 


And bleſſes her good Stars, that ſhe is virtuous : 
To be a Tale for Fools ! ſcorn'd by the Women! 
And pity'd by the Men! 'Rows#'s Fair Penitent. 


How didſt thou dare to think that I would live 
A Slave to baſe Deſires and brutal Pleaſures : | 
To be a wretched Woman for thy Leiſure, . 
To toy and waſte an Hour of idle Time with. id. 


Have I not ſet at nought my noble Birth, 
A fpotleſs Fame and an unblemiſh'd Race, 
Ling Peace of —_— — — * of Virtue; 
Prodigality has given thee all, 
And now a Sor? left me to beſtow, : 
Yau hate the wretched [Bankrupt you have made. 
. | Rows's Den Shure. 
f | EL 1. þ 


c by # 4 , 
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F MOB. 


Look, as I blow this Feather from my Face, © 2 
And as the Air blows it to me again; 
pig with my Wind, when I do blow, | / 
And yielding to another when it blows; .; 
Commanded always by the greater Guſt: 

Such is the  Lightes of you common Men. 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. 


A the ng now ours, 38 * 
Keep the Fools ot, preach angers in their 3 
Spread falſe Reports o' th Seat. working up . 
Their Madneſs to a Fury quick and deſp rate ; 

'Till they run headlong into civil Diſco 

And do our Buſineſs with their own Deſtruction- 
OTwarY's * Marius. 


Some Chief, x 
More noify than the gef. bat er 2 Eatlos, * 


And in a Trice the bellowing Herd came out; 
The Gates are barr'd, the Ways are barricado d: 
And One and All's the Word: True Cocks o a 


Game! 
fight ; 


They never aſk for what, or whom 
Oy Liber, ie 
's a e uarre . 

Darozx' Spanifs Friar. 


The Captain of the Rabble iſſu d out 
With a black Shirtleſs Train; Each was an Hoſt; 
A Million ſtrong of Vermin, every Villain: 1 
No Part of r but Lords of Anarchy "=: 
Chaos of Power, and privileg'd Deſtruction "I | 
Outlaws of Nature l Yet t the Great muſt uſe 'em, 
Samet as —— Tools of Tumult. 


Dzvpux's Bes Sebaſtian, _ 
pry go n 
Who eee 1 Inſtruments, 


2 . K 3 
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Whoſe blindfold Madneſs is but to deftroy ; . 
And like the Fire commiſſion'd by the Winds, 

Begins on Sheds, but rolling in a Round. 

On Palaces returns Darosx', Don Sebaſtian. 


Ye mongrel Work of Heaven in human Shapes, 
Not to be d or ſav'd, hat breathe and 2 


5 Chaſe not thyſelf about the Rabble' 8 Cenſare ; 
They blame or J but as one leads the other: 
Unthinking Souls! that when confider'd 1. 
How few we find deſerve the Name of 


Vet in Donjunction grow they formidable. 


Frowns r 3 


MODES - is *Y, 


Tho' Thought will have no Bound, 
A Virgin's Tongue ſhould ſhame to hint a 
At WER a Vizgin's Cheek ſhould-bluſh.. | 
"A \SHAKESPEAR's Merchant of Fanice, 


As b be War: wits Seils on Virgi 227 oo 
Let it approach * Fires, "twill m 


RYDEN's ade 4 td 7140, 


| The un. —— bf conſtant Gueſt. 
e ow 
That odet Grace ſubducd my Soul, 1 
That Chaſtity of Lock which ſeems to bang, 
A Veil of pureſt Light o'er all her Beauties, 
* by ng" 8 Dofires. * 
X Young's be. 


be Lee cad I cannot ſloop 


To „ =, Ws RY and Baſcneſs with 
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7 "MONARCH 


* ;Doſt thou mu... 
The 'Pedant-maxims of thoſe Sons of Earth, * 
Whom the grofs Vulgur fondly title wife? 
Slaves, who'to es and Solitude condemmd, 
Pine there with all- ſnhunned Penury and Scorn. 
A Monarch is above them, and takes Counſel 
Of his unbounded WII and High Anibition, - 
That counts the World his own. - 'Enrydlice. 


* Can it be jult, that one ſhou alone 
And lord it 1 Ce 
Can it be juſt, a'Creature, ſuch as this, 
A Man Palkan, and of Frailties made, | 
Sy, to another — than imſelf * 

7. Wretch, **. leaſure ou mould $i 

IR 
* Why has: che Monarch ſo much Uſe for Life ? 
Vet in his Health is levell'd with the Peaſant! 
O painful Majeſty ! unequal State ! 
Not all the gorgeous Pamp, thy Flags of power, 
Thy Dignities, Dominions, . 
Ihe Crown, the Sceptre, and the mal Ball, | ? 
The purple Robe, nor princely dee, whole Pros 
Of intercepts he wh wholeſome Air ;. 
_ all theſe Glories, He one 7 Hour, 
an bu . Beggar's Ie ppetite. | 
$ Orr King Fobn.” 
M@NASTICK LIFE — + i 
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Learn Contemplation, and the Dregs of Life 
Purg d off, taſte clearer and more ſprightly Joys ; 
Partake their I ranſports in the brighteſt Vi ns ; 
See op'ning Heavens, and the deſcending Gods : 
Then, as 1 view the dazzling Track of Angels, 
Sigh to my Heart, and cry, See there, and there, 
In full Perfection thouſand Be/lamiras. 

Lez's Cæſar Borgia. 


To ſee this Day the Emperor of the Eaſt 
Leave all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent ; N 
In his Life's Spring and Bloom of gaudy Years, 
To undergo the Penance of a Cloiſter; | 
Confin'd to narrow Rooms, and gloomy Walks; 
Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, 
Which from his Bed at Midnight muſt awake him: 
Methinks, O Leontine ! is ſomething more 
Than yet Philoſophy could ever reach: 
Mliethinks, at ſuch a 1 Reſignation, 

Th' angelick Orders ſhould at once deſcend 
In all the Paint and Dra of Heaven, 0 
With charming Voices, and with lulling Strings, 
To give full * to ſuch triumphant Zeal. 
| | 2 LI Theodofius. 
So the Moon charms her watry World below, 


Wakes the ſtill Seas, and makes them ebb and flow. 
. Les's Methridates. | 


3 veen of Night _. 
| [ Shines fair with all her Virgin Stars about her. | 
* OTwar's Cain: Marius. 


6 
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* | 0 


the ENGLISH N * 


A Glimpſe of Moonſhine fireak'd with 9 
A ſhuffled? ſullen, and uncertain Light, 
That dances through the Clouds, 5 

Darn Cleomenes. 


Thus Village-Curs how! at the filent Moon, 
While ſhe ſerenely glides unelouded on. 
.  FrowDE's Fall of 


WEI TS 


See how the Morn orning her golden 
And takes her Farewell of the 1 4 
How well reſembles it the Prime of Youth, ths 
Trimm'd * a Younker, prancing to his Lore. 
| SHAKESPEAR's _ VI. 


Look, Level what envious Streaks 18 
Do lace the ſevering Clouds in yonder Faſt l ad 41 k 
Night's Candles are burn'd out, and jocund Day 
Stands e on the miſty Mountain- tops. n 1 


"ww 


SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and 


Bchold the Vorm in 'raflet Mantle dad, 5 bt. 
Walks een eaſtern Eni! +Þ 7 


by” | | Behold what Sreaks | e af 
ht embroider al cloudy Eaſt: 
9 and jocund Day... 75 


Upon the Mountain-tops 721 2 p 1 
Whit all the Birds ids bring Mutick to his * Bid. . 


Iſs oa v 2 Io 1404 de 12 I 3 
That fret th& Clouds are Meſſengers of Day. 4 pn” 
. 1 Snaruernan's Jolla G 


* SU 1 


It is, methinks, a Morning full of Fate: 
It riſes lowly, as her ſullen Care 
Had all the Weights of ep and Death hang on: 


. 


4 
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She js not raſy-fings 'd, but ſwall'n black ;. 

Her Face is hke a Water turn'd to Blood ; 

Her fick Head is bound about with Clouds, 

As if the threaten d . cer Noon of Day. 
Jounson's Cataline. 


Mornin Wark, the louring Sun 
* — heavily 11 Chariot on: * 


The Face of Day now bluſhes Scarlet 
| LIE“ 


The Morning 33 with an unwonted Crimſon ; 
The Flowers more od rous ſeem ; the Garden Birds 
Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends | 

awdy Earth with an-unuſual Brightneſs: 18 
All edle a" whole World is _— 
| Lzz's c 


Wiſh'd Morpigg's come, and now 2 the es 
And diſtant Mountains, where the N their Flocks ; 


The ha Shepherds leave their my Hurts, 
And with their Pipes proclaim the new-born _ 
The luſty Swain comes with his well-RHll'd S 


Of healthful Viands, which when Hunger e 


With much Content and Appetite he eats 7 
To follow in che Field his we Tol, 


And dreſs the grateful Glebe e, him Fruits: 
The Beaſts, that under the arm s ſlept, 
And weather d out the cold bleak Night, are op; | 
And looking tow'sds | ther Fellow Bebe: Good-mo raiſe 
Their Voie, and bid 3 7 


The chearfal Birds too on the Tops of. Trees 
Aſſemble all in Choirs ; and with * 
e 25 


TWAY's o. 


N 14 1 e 
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th EME STAGE. ang 
Now from: Nights Womb the glorious Day n 


And (ems 6 kindl from oe ee 
48 re 


Sullen, _ * low the MT 


Ons +. 


As if the Sun were lifllefs to 
And dark kj Kung heavy on the Day. 


Db je, | 


From Amber we. I fo ek. 


Her roſy paint the Skies: 
And be. "the Cp nes lar their Hive, 
And rou 


While from his the 
And a a Mi. 


* TH 1 
mounts 3 
a apy bl e 


wo 
* 


Heavens do mile. 
LI Acre 4e ; 


* How ſweet's the "HOY how lovely to bebola © 1 
The verdant Fields and Trees in All their Bloom i 77 


Whilſt tuneful Birds, on ev 


Bough eſſay 


In various Notes to warble ably: 
ay: : 


Each ing Las, To 
Is fill'd my Pare and 


With 8 Pencil 


The {| Tais ghtly Brates in wanton Gam 
v 


An 14% 


e 2 1 
* Zut che | 


es the . 0 


And paints the glorions Fave of Day: 


| 5 . a, . 2 ; 
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MORROW. 


3 To morrow, and To-morrow : 
— 2 in a ſtealing Peace from Day to Day, 
laſt Minus of revolving Time; 
And all our Yeſterdays have lighted Fools 
To their eternal Homes. SHAKCESPBAR's Macheth. 


. To-morrow' s Action? Can that Wiſdom 
Borne down with Years, ſtill doat o- morrow? 
That fatal Miſtreſs of the Young, the Cay 
The Coward, and the Fool, condemn'd to loſe 
An uſeleſs Life in waſting for To-morrow, 


To gaze — lon s upon To. 33 
Till in interpo 222 oo Wis Proſpe& ! 


! 1 This eral Frand from Bayt to Day 
d fill the World with Wretches undetected. 
Ti? Soldier lab'ring thro* a Winter's March, | 
Still ſees To morrow dreſs'd in Robes of Triumph ; 
Still to the Lover's long expecting Arms, 
'To-morrow brings the 5 Bride, 

But thou, too old to bear another Cheat, - 


Learn, that the PN Hour 7 is Man's. 


* 8. Jounson's Irene. 


MOUNTEBANK. 


That damn'd Mountebank ! it cannot be | 
His Oil mould have that Virtue. Have not ! 

| Known him a common Rogue, come fiddling in 

To the Oftcria with a tumbling Whore, 

And when he has done all his forc'd Tricks been glad 

Of a poor Spoonful of dead Wine with Flies in't. 

It cannet be. All his Ingredients _ |. | 

Are Sheep Gall a — * s Marrow, 

Some few arwigs, Poun atterpillars, 

A little Capon's Greaſe — faſting Spittle: 


to Dram. Bzx. '; Vol 
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MURDER. 


He like a Traitor-Coward, 
Sluic'd out his innocent Soul thro? Streams of Blood: 
Which Blood, like ſacrificing es, cries, - 
Ev'n from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earth, 
Aloud for . and rough Chaſtiſement. 
+, SHAKESPBAR's Richard II. 


See how the Blood i is ſettl'd i in his Face: 
Oft have I ſeen a timely parted Ghoſt, 
Of aſhy Semblance, meagre, pale, ws . 
Being all deſcended to the lab ring Heart: 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with Death, 
Attracts the Blood for Aid againſt the Enemy: 4K 
Which with the Heart there cools, ay ne er „ 
To bluſh and beautify the Cheek a 
But ſee his Face is black and fall o Blood 3 
His Eye-balls farther out than when he liv'd; | 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ſtrangl'd Man: | 
His ** n his Noſtrils ſtretch d with s- 
in f 
His Hands dpi d Abroad, as one that aſp'd 
And tugg'd for 8 and was by Strength ſubdu'd. 
| SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. 


Our Courſe will "OS too blood 
To cut the Head off, and then — the 8 
Like Wrath in Death, and Envy afterwards. 
Let us be Sacrificers, but not Butchers 

We all ſtand up againſt the Spirit of Ceſar, 4: 
And in the Spirit of Man there is no Blood : 
Oh!] that we then could come by Cars Spit, 
And not diſmember Cæſar! but _ EA 
Cæſar muſt bleed for it: And gentle Friends 
Let's kill him vololy' box not — 3, 


" 5 2 * 
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[Lets carve him as u Diſn ft for the Gods, 
Not hew him like a Carcaſs fit for Hounds. 
SAE Julius Cæſar. 


Foul Deeds will riſe, 


Tho! all the Earth o'erwhelm them, to Men's E 5 


And Murder, tho” it have no Tongue, will 


With moſt miraClous Organ. 
SHAKESPEAR' s Hamlet. 


It is the Cauſe, my Soul, it is the Cauſe, . 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, 
It is the Cauſe. Yet U not ſhed her Blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of her's than Snow, | 
And ſmooth as monumental Alabaſter : 

Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more Men. 
Put out the Light, and then put out 2% Light : 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Miniſter, 

I can again the former Light reſtore 

Should I-repent, but once put out 24% Light, 
Thon cunning'| Pattern of excelling Nature, 
I-know roms. Tho Promethean Heat, 


That can th ** Light relumine ; when I have pluck 


1 five "viel dee 


It muſt needs wither. | n ' ou 
Vou ſhould have drawn your Swords, 


And barr'd my Rage with their advancing Points ; 


Made Reaſon glitter in my dazzled Eyes, 

This had been noble,” this hall thew'd a Friend! 
But you have let me ſtain my rifing Virtue, 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the Sun 1 


Death, Hell and Furies ! you have ſunk my Glories! 
Oh! I am all a Blot! which Seas of Tears, 


And * n. can never waſte away. 
x F 


1 
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My Flat grows full of Death; _ 

Murder is playing her great Maſte ice: 

And the ſad Siſters ſweat, ſo faſt T urge em: 

Oh! how I hug myſelf for this Revenge! 

My Fancy's great in Miſchief ! for;methinks, 

The Night grows darker ; and the lab ring n 

For Fear leſt I ſhould find new Torments. out, 

Run o'er the Old with, moſt prodigious Swiftneb : | 

I ſee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, -.. 

The Sieve Wen and che ſwift Stone ſtand ant. 
fox 8 LI I, 


A chonſand Spiri tel me, | 

There's not a God but whiſpers in my Ear; 
This Death will crown me with immortal K 
And make me Company:of -Queens above 
While thou, the Burflen-of the Earth, e 

Fall't to the Deep, lo heavy with thy Guile, Bo vid - - 
That Hell itſelf maſt groan. at thy Reception; 
While fouleſt Fiends ſhun thy Society s ;, 6 5 
And CEN cen Fury. r ec 


a7 — 
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1 Eyes: ä 
Therefore wreak all thy Luſt of Vengeance on me ; 
Waſh in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my Gore; 
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Murders, at which the aſtoniſing Sun went back, 
And turn'd aſide, and veil'd his Head in Clouds. 
| LansDown's Heroick Love, 


Had you beheld his Rack and Torments, 
When from his dying Eyes ſwoll'n to the Brim, 
The big round Drops roll'd down his manly Face; 
When from his hollow Breaſt a marm'ring Crowd 
Of Groans ruſh'd forth, and eccho'd, All is well: 

Then had you ſeen him, O ye cruel Gods 
Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 


And dye it to the Hilt! DV 
' LIT Theodofius, 


Oh ! where ſhall I ſtrike ? 
Is there a ſmalleſt Grain of that lov'd Body 
That is not dearer to me than my Eyes? 

My boſom'd Heart, and all my Life- blood there; 
Bid me cut off theſe Limbs, hew off theſe Hands, 
Dig out theſe Eyes; tho' I would keep them laſt, 
To gaze upon thee : But to murder thee! 

The Joy and Charm of ev'ry raviſh'd Senſe ! 
My Wife! forbid it, Nature! _ | | 
buy thy ' |  BouTHERN's Oromols, 


There he lies! the Blbod © © 
Yet bubbling from his Wounds. O more than Savage! 
Had they or Hearts, or Eyes, that did this Deed ? 
Could Eyes endure t6 guide ſuch cruel Hands? 
Are not my Eyes'guilty alike with theirs, © 
That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to Stone? 
1 | * © Concrtve's Mourning Bride. 
O Death! thou gentle End of human Sorrows, 
Still muſt-my weary. Eye-lids vainly wake,” _ 
In tedious Expectation of thy Peace: | 
Why fand thy thouſand, thouſand Doors ſtill open, 


1 To 


bu 
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To take the Wretched in, if ſtern Religion 
Guards ev'ry Paſſage, and forbids my Entrance ? 
Lacrece could bleed, and Portia ſwallow Fire, 
When urg'd with Grief beyond a mortal Suff'rance : 
But here it muſt not be! Think, think, 4rpaſia, 
Think on the ſacred Dictates of thy Faith, 

And let that arm thy Virtue, to perform 

What Cato's Daughter durſt not: Live, Arpafia, -* 
And dare to be unhappy. Rowse':s Tamerlans. 


Behold, ev'n now the great unhappy Youth 
Falls by the ſordid Hands of butchering Villains; 
Now, now he bleeds, he dies : 

See his rich Blood in purple Torrents flows ; 

And Nature ſallies in unbidden Groans : 

No mortal Pangs diſtort his lovely Form; 

His roſy Beauties fade; his ſtarry Eyes 

Now darkling ſwim, and fix their corny Peng 3 

Now in ſhort Gaſps his lab'ring Spirit heaves, 

And weakly flutters on his fault ring Tongue, 

SurTn's Phædra and Hyppolitus; 
Is there a Crime —- 

Beneath the Roof of Heaven, that ſtains the Soul 

Of Man, with more infernal Hue, than damn'd 

Aſſaſſination? O my curdling Blood 

Whenever the Image ftrikes upon my Brain, 

Involuntary Horrors ſhake my Frame, | 


And mock the Force of Intrepidit x.. 
CiBBsR'; Cæſar is Egypt. uh 


o 


„ Expirin vonder, has that Parricide 
Diſcover'd Crimes would ev'n ſtartle Fiends! 


And ſhow'd ſuch dreadful agonizing Pangs, Lows: 
As ſure would fright the hardeſt Soul from Sin. 


% 


* 


| 40 ane of 


Dying, he bellow'd out his dread Remorſe, 
And wreath'd- with ſeeming Anguiſh of the Soul 
* ill Breath had quite. him. 

SHIRLEY's Parricids, 


„The Golls are rigid when chey weigh ſuch Dee 
As ſpeak a ruthleſs Heart; they x weigh Blood 
By Drops, * bate not one in the Repay. 

* e ne, 


® Murder but. intentional, not not wrought 
To.horrid Act, before the Eternal Throne 
Stands forth the firſt of Crimes. Who dares aſſume, 


Unwarranted, Heav'n's Prerogative 
Over Life and Death, with Houble Force ſhall find 


Turn'd « on themſelves the Miſchiefs 
2 


WHLTEHEAD! 


EL FN R DE R. 


Not flony Towers, nor Walls of beaten Braſd, 
Nor. airleſs Dungeon, nor. ſtrong Links of Fate; 
Can be retentive to ant Strength of Spirit : 

For Life, being weary worldly Bars, 
Never:lacks = Aras jr er itſelf : 

In that, ye Gus, ye malce the Weak moſt ang: 
In that, ye Gods, ye Tyrants do defeat 

In that each Bondmantiinhis oum Hand bears 
The Power to cancel his 2 

But I do think it and wite, ] 349 

For Fear of what fall, ſo to prevent 

The Time of Life; armin myſelf with Patience, 
Io wait the Providence e high Powers 
'That govern us.below. 

Frog Snaxktr a- Julius Cafe 


0 
Q 
4 


O you 
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O you mighty Gods? 

This World I do renounce, and in your Sights, 
Shake patiently my great Affliction off: ; | 
If I could bear. it longer, and nat fall, woof 
To quarrel with-your , "Wills, 
My Snuff and loathed art of Nature ſhon d 
Burn itſelf ut. — King Leer, - 


Dear, dear Adraftus look with half an Bye 
On my unheard-of 'Woes, and judge thyſelf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould hve ! 

I do conjure thee, ge my Horrors Way : 

Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave: 

As well thou may'ſt;adviſe.atortur'd Wretch, 

All man 9 Head to Foot with Wound, 

And * RIOTS to wait a better Day. 
 Daxrpanand L Oaliuc. | 


Now I am 1 yet my Soul ſhakes, 


F this deadly Draught may 
110 H 'ns can only tell; yet [Ve cell 


To drink TV 


What Torments are Attotted thoſe ſad Spirits, 
Who groaning with the Bardeniof rr N 
No lon — endure the Cares of Life, - 
But boldly ſet themſelves at Liberty, 
Thro' thg.dark: Caves af Death 40-mander on, 
Like wilder'd r 1172, 
Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, ry vi 
Where ſcarce the Twilight of — 2 — 1 
By a fait Glimmer check ring thro the 8 
Reflects to diſmal View the walkin | 

Fields” . 


That never hops to reach the 


If I had longer bean alone, moſt ſurely, 
With the Cong ta fra er Hear, 
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=-. My Hand would have rebell'd againſt its Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. Lzz': Theodofiur; - 


Death may be call'd in vain, and cannot come 
Tyrants may tie him up from your Relief, 
Nor has a Chriſtian Privilege to die: 
Bratus and Cato — diſcharge their Souls, 
And give them Furloes for another World; 
But we, like Centries, are oblig'd to ſtand 
In ftarleſs Nights, and wait th appointed Hour. 
2 Darpx' Don Scbaſlian. 


He's a Man; 
He knows that Men abandon'd of their Hope, 
Should aſk no Leave, nor ſtay for ſuing out 
A tedious Writ of Eaſe from ling'ring Heavn; 
But help themſelves as timely as they could, 
And teach the Fates their Duty. Bid. 


Shall Nature, erring from her firſt Command, f 
Self- preſervation, fall by her own Hand ? 
By her own AR the Springs of Life deſtroy, * 
he Principles and Being of her Joy? | 
Senſual and baſe! Lansbown's Britiſs Inchanters. 
Our Time is ſet and fix d; our Days are told; 
And no Man knows the Limits of his Life : 
This Minute may be mine, the next another's ; 
Bunt ftill all Mortals ought to wait the Summons, 
g And not uſurp on the — of Fate, 
5. 


By haſtening their own | 
N SmrTH's Princeſi of Parma. 
Fear, Gel 'Deſpair, and Moon-ſtruck Frenzy 
, ru | | | : j 
On voluntary Death : The Wiſe, the Brave, 
When the fierce Storms of Fortune round em roar, 
Combat the Billows with redoubl'd For: 
Then, if they periſh e er the Port is gain d, 
* | Fuer 


eee 
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Honour retrieves em bright as riſing Stars. 


They fink with decent Pride ; and from the Deep, | 4 
FenTON's Mariamne. > 


„ Think what a Sea of deep Perdition whelms | 
The Wretch's trembling Soul, who launches forth 
Unlicens'd to Eternity. Think, think, 


8 
And let the Thought reſtrain thy im us Hand. ; 
The Race of Man is one vaſt. 'd Army - | 


Summon'd to paſs the ſpacious Realms of Time, 
Their Leader the Almighty. In that March 
Ah! who may quit bis Poſt? when high in Air 
The choſen Archangel rides, whoſe Right-hand wields' 
Th' imperial Standard of Heaven's Providence, 

Which dreadful ſweeping thro' the vaulted Sky, 
Overſhadow's all Creation. nn 


MUS Ie k. 


For Orpheus' Lute could ſoften Steel and stone, 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathans \ 
Forſake unſounded Deeps, and dance on Sands. 

2 aner Tue Gentlemen of Vue. 


Mufick is, 
Ev'n WP”. Flouriſh, when true Subjects bow 
To a new-crown'd Monarch: Such it x 
n Mn 5 
That creep into the ng N 2 
And ſummon him to Marriage. 
AIG Waves s Merchant of Fabien; + 0 


How ſweet the Moon-ligh feeps von By this Bank I 
Here will we fit, and let 5 — Muſi 

Creep in our Ears: Soft Stillneſs of the Nicks By, 
Becomes the Touches of ſweet Harmony. 1 
Sit, Zeffica Look how the Floor of Heav'n 1 


Is thick inlaid with Patterns of bright Gold 

There's not the ſmalleſt Orb which thou behold'ſt, 
= r — 0 
ö 


/ 


| 


| 
i 


1 


| Muftck has elarms to wobl che 
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Still choirin Fe: oung-ey'd Cherubims : 
Such Hans lo in [a Souls! 


But while this muddy Veſture of Decay 
e we cannot hear it. 


SHAKESPEAR”; Merchant of Hence. 


The Reaſon is, your Spirits are-attentive:;- | 
Ferching:madeBeande; —ͤ—̃ — 
Fete m in n 
Which zac bot Condklen of their Bore, * 
If they but hear perchance a Trumpet ſound, 
r any Air of Muſick: touch their Ears, 
You ſhall: em make à mutual Stand; 
Their ſavage Eyes turn dito a modeſt Gaze, 
By the ſweet Power of Muck: "Therefore the: Pow 
Did egy, © that Orpheus drew 'Trees, Stones, and 

ood 


Since — {o.ftookifhy, hard, and full of Rage, 
But Muſick, for the Time, doth Calan 


The Man- chat hath. no Muſick in 
Nor is not mov:d. with Concord of. ſwoet Sounds, 
Is fit for Treaſons, Villainies, and Spoils : 
The Motions of hie are dull as DE 
And his Aﬀe&ions — ae 
Let no ſuch Man be truſted: N | 
IF Mufick-be-the Food: of 3 { on 
That Strain again ; it had. a · dying 
Oh] it came Oer m a e Sound, 
That wg pp upon bc; of Violets, 
—_— mn urs: 
er Suaxxsrraw, Fevelfth Night 


„ Come, bring thy; Lute, 
And ing mp Wakago to moral week 


OY 


. 


To ſoften Rocks, and bend the 
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I've read, that Things inanimate have mor'd, 1 1 

And as with: living Souls, have been inform'd, 

By magic Numbers, and perfuaſive Sound, 
| ConcrEys's Moarning Bride.” 


Let a Muſick, let the Maſter touch- 
The ſprightly String, and ſoftly Flutes. 4 
'Till Harmony rouze ev'ry gentle Paſſion | 
Teach the cold Maid to Joſe her Fears in Love, 

And the fierce Youth to! at her Feet: / 
Even Age: itfelF is with Mufick'; 

It 2 glad —— * e's 
Calls „and warms us into ranſports. - 
Heer Row). Fair enn 


Muſick-ſhall 83 That hach Power Las, | 
pale Sickneſs, and avert Pains 
But ever on the Mind the ſure 
Are moſt conſpicuous, where the vary'd Notes 
Can: raiſt or. and: en 
In ſweet Oblivion che too urges Senſe | 


Of Grief, 'or Love, and a dimpl'd Smile 
On the green bloodleſs þ of dumd Deſpair. 5 
FPxxN TOA“ Au.. 4 


2 All:powerfol Harmony; that can aſſuuge 
And calm th. Sorrowe of the frenzy'd Wesch, 
Till lull'd wich th de Panter de opp - "i 
Hs throws quite of the at oppreſſd - 

| | Mixsn"; naſe | 
— n 3 
In Melody? 


tavide-Gompaſit=——— Happily, . 
Some Change . thro) /ad;, to liu⸗ have Forces. - 
— 5 und wake Regard: 


HIII“ 


oh „ What, Ear ſo fortify'd and barr' Z 15 
Againſt the tuneful Force of vocal Charms, 'P 
a would wk Fudge fk Gee Adios 
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Surrender its Attention? Never yet 

Have I paſt by the Night-bird's cuſtom'd Spray, 
What Time ſhe pours her wild and artleſs Song, 
Without attentive Pauſe and filent Rapture; 

How could I then, with ſavage Diſregard, 

Hear Voices tuned by Nature ſweet as her s, 


Grac'd with all Art's Addition ? 
Masox's Elfrida. 


* Mean while, my Friends, 
Tune ſome harmonious Lay, whoſe ſprightly Notes 
Flow in ſuch happy Diſcant as may / Fn | 
The lazy Hours, that now move Acari on 


Wich dull and flaggi Pinion. For ſweet Muſic 
Has got a magic pelf to aid their Flight, 
And make them ſkim thro' their diurnal Round, 


Swift as the Swallow circles. Thid, 
CANON 
NAME. 


| IS very Name | 

3 the Springs of Life, and chears my 
Rows) Jane Shore, 
© When the lov'd Name of Theſeus reach'd her Ear; 

At that dear Name ſhe rais'd her pay xd Head, 

Her feeble Hands and wat' Ey es to Heav'n, 

To bleſs the bounteous G — that dear Name, 
The raging Tempeſt of her Grief was calm d; 


_ Sighs were huſh'd, and Tears forgot to flow. 
SMITH's Phedra and Hyppolitus. 


on The Honours of a Name it's juſt to 


Thy en ATI which we t 
8925 1 


. 


* 
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And ſhould, in Reverence to the Donor's Fame, 
With Care tranſmit them down to other thr 
SHIRLEY's Parricide; 


* NATURE. 


* Wherefore did Nature pour her Boanis fort 

With ſach a full and unwithdrawin 

Covering the Earth with Odours, 1 and Flocks, 

Throng 4 the Seas with Spawn innumerable, 

But all leaſe and ſate the curious Taſte ? 

And ſet to "wad Millions of ſpinning Worms. 

That n " 4d green Shops weave the ſmooth-hair d 
1 

To deck her Sons'; and, that no Corner might 

Be vacant of her Plen ty, in her own Loins | 

She 1 the all-worltipp'd Ore, and precious 
ems | 

To ſtore her Children with ; if all the World 

Should in a Pet of Temp'rance feed on Pulſe, 

Drink the clear Stream, and nothing wear but Frize, 

The _—_— would be unthank would be un- 


Not HP as his Riches known, = 
And we ſhould ſerve him as a gru 
As a penurious Niggard of his W 
And hve like Nature's Baſtards, not her Sons ; "RE 
Who would be quite ſurcharg'd with her own K 2 
. J 
Impoſtor, do not 
As if ſhe would her 
With her Abundance. She, 
Means her Proviſion only to 
That live according to her ſober Laws, 5 
And holy Dictate of ſpare Temperance. 
If every juſt Man, that now pines with Want, 
Had but a moderate and 1 Share 
1 II. L Of 


- 
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Of that which lewdly-pamper'd Luxury 

Now heaps upon ſome few with vaſt Exceſs, | 
Nature's full Bleſſings would be well diſpens'd 

In unſuperfluous even Proportion, 

And ſhe no Whit encumber'd with her Store ; 
And then the Giver wou'd be better thank'd, 

His Praiſe due paid. Mi.Ton's Com, 


Turn thy admiring Eye to Heav'n, to Earth; 
Nature, you ſee, in her unnumber'd Works, 
Finds out conſenting Principles to join 
The Parents of this fair Variety: But our's, 

How diſtant? Wide as Earth from Heaven. 
15 HavAR D' Scanderbeg. 


* What art thou, Nature, with ſo great a Flay? 
How much more worthy Pity than the Brute, 
Does he appear? Whoſe Reaſon is laid waſte, 
And all the Faculties of Judgment void, 

Who wears the Image, and the Name of Man, 
| Yet loſes what ſhould truly make him ſo” Hd. 


* Oh, Nature! wherefore, Nature, are we form 
One Contradiction? the continual Sport 
Of fighting Powers? Oh l wherefore haſt thou ſom 
Such War within us, ſuch unequal Conflict, 
Between flow Reaſon and impetuous Paſſion ? + 
| 121 2 Tuoursox' Agamemen, 


This »The liberal Hand of Nature 
Has not created us, nor any Nation, * 
Beneath the bleſſed Canopy of Heaven, 
Of ſuch malignant Clay, but each may boaſt 
Their native Virtues, and their Maker's Bounty. 
' _- TrOMP80N's Edward and Eleonora. 
* Truſt me, thoſe partial Ties of Blood, anl 
r 


. 


Aue 
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Are but the illuſive Taints of Education ; _. 
What we call Nature is mere Habit 
| Mirl LEA“ Mabomet. 


* Goddeſs Nature, 
Whoſe ſubtle Power pervades the heavy Maſs 
Of Earth and Water, and with Inſtinct pure 
Inſpires the light Inhabitants of Air | 
With genial Care to hover over the Young, | 
Say, are not theſe thy Paſſions, theſe thy Tears ** 
Do they not flow faſt from thy ſacred Fountain | 
Of univerſal Love? Francis's Eugenia. 


NECROMANCER. 


By m h Magic I have oft bedimm*d 
The Noon-tite Sun call d forth the mut' nous Winds ; 
And 'twixt the green Sea, and the azur'd Vault 
Set roaring War; to the dread rattling Thunder 
Have I giv'n Fire; and rifted Zowe's ſtout Oak - 
With his own Bolt: Graves at my Command, | 
Have wak'd their Sleepers, op'd, and let em forth, 
By my ſo potent Art. SHAKESPEAR's Tempeſt, 


Him have I ſeen (on /#her's Bank he ſtood, - 
Where laſt we winter'd) bind the headlong Flood 
In ſadden Ice, and where moſt ſwift it flows, | 
In cryſtal Nets, the wand'ring Fiſhes cloſe; _ Pa 

ge, 


Then with a Moment's Thaw the Stream enla | 
And from the Meſh the twinkling Gueſts diſcharge : . 
In a deep Vale, or near ſome ruin d Wall, 

He would the Ghoſts of ſlaughter'd Soldiers call; 4 
Who ſlow to wounded Bodies did repair, - 4 
And loth to enter, ſhiver'd in the Ali: | 
Theſe his dread Wand did to ſhort Life compel, _ .. 


And forc'd the Fates of Battles to foretel: - 


In a lone Tent all * Black I ſaw; rk, 
Where in a Square he did a Circle draw, I 
| ä Four 


5 


| Is crept into the Boſom of che Se: 
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Four Angles, made by that Circumference, 
Bore holy Words inſcrib'd of myſtick Senſe ; 
When firſt, a hollow Wind began to blow, 
The Sky grew black, and belly'd down more low ; 
Around the Field did nimble Lightning play, 
Which offer'd us by Fits, and ſnatch'd the Day: 
Midſt this was heard the ſhrill and tender 
Of well-pleas'd Ghoſts, which in the Storm did fly; 
Danc'd to and fro, and ſkimm'd along the Ground, 
Till to the magic Circle they were bound. 

_ Ds yven's Hranick Love. 


NIGHT. 
Dark Night, that from the Eye his Function takes, 


The Ear more quick of Apprehenſion makes; 
Wherein it doth impair the Seeing Senſe, 


It pays the Hearing double Recompence. 


SHAKESPEAR's Midſummer Night's Dream. 


Now, the hungry Lion roars, 
And the Wolf beholds the Moon : 


- Whilſt the heavy Plowman ſnoars, 


All with weary'd Taſk *fore done. 

Now, the waſted Brands do glow, 4 hes: 
Whilſt the Screech-owl, ſcreeching loud, | 

Puts the Wretch, that lies in Woe, e 
In Remembrance of a Shroud. 65 N 
Now it is the Time of Night, 

That the Graves all gaping wide, 

Ev'ry one lets forth his Sprite 


In the Church-way Paths to glide: 


And we Fairies that do run 


Buy the triple Hecate's Team, 


From the Preſence of the Sun, elf e 
Following Darkneſs like a Dream. Did. 


The gawdy blabbing, and remorſeful Day 5 5 
Ad 
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And now loud howling Wolves arovze the 
That drag the tragick melancholick Night ; / 
And with their drowſy, flow, and flagging Wings, 
Cleap dead Men's Graves, and from their miſty Jaws 
Breathe foul contagious Darkneſs in the Air. | 
SHAKESPEAR's Hemy VI. 


The Deep of Night is crept our Talk. 
1 —— Julius Coſar. 


loiſter'sFli mn — pk r 

His cloiſter d Fli to pale Hecate's Summons, 

The ſhar'd born Reatle with drouzy Hums 77 
Has rung Night's yawning Peal. | 
SHAKESPEAR's Macbeth. 


Tis now the very witching Time of / 
When Chuch-yardogwre, end Hell itſelf 'breaths out 
Contagion to the World. Snaxzsrrar's Hamlet. 


'Tis now the Hour which all to Reſt allow; © 
And Sleep fits heavy upon ev'ry Brow, 
DzYDpevn's Indian Emperor. 


All Things are huſh'd, as Nature's felf lay dead 
The Mountains ſeem to nod their drowſy Head: / | 
The little Birds in Dreams their Song at, 
And ſleeping Flow'rs beneath the Ni = 

Darn“ Indian Emperors 


Even Laſt = Envy ſleep. 

Now human Kind i in Sleep their Cares forſake, 
Ev'n Guilt itſelf ſome little Reſt does take, 
And none but is es are awake. 


Cu, Davgnanr's PR . 
"Tis Night; the Seaſon when the Hagpy take 
Repoſe, — only Wretches are awake : 
Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their _— 


L 3 Haunt 
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Haunt ruin'd Buildings, and unwholſome Grounds, 
Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, 
To frighten them with ſome ſad Tale of Fate. 

. OTwarY's Don Carlo, © 


Tis Night, dead Night, and weary Nature lies 
So faſt, as if ſhe never meant to riſe. 

No Breath of Wind now whiſpers thro” the Trees, 
No Noiſe at Land, nor Murmurs in the Seas: 
Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Moon, 
No wakeful Dogs bark at che filent Moon, x 
Nor bay the Ghoſts that glide with Horror by, 

To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie: 

The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give, 

Nor to the Windows of the Dying cleave : 


The Owls forget to ſer . Sound 
Calls drowzy Echo den kalen eee 
In Vaults the waking Fires extinguiftfd lie; 


The Stars, Heav'n's Gentry, wink, and ſeem to die. 
| N = Lse's Theodoftus. 


Now all is huſh'd as Nature were retir'd, 
And the perpetual 8 ſtanding ſtill; 
So much - ſhe from her Work appears to ceaſe, 
And every warring Element's at Peace: FRY 
All the wild Herds are in the Coverts couch'd : 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze rephir'd, 
And to the Murmurs of the Water ſleep : 
T he feeling Air's at Reſt. and feels no Noiſe, 
Except of fome ſhort Breath upon the Trees, 
Rocking the barmleſs Birds that reſt upon them. 

* - OTwar's Orphan. 


T' unlucky Time of Night, 
When nought but loathſome Vermin are abroad; 
Or Witches gath' ring pois nous Herbs for Spells, 
By the pale Light of the cold waining Moon. 


Orwar': Caius Marin,. 
| And, 
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| And, lo 1:the Nighe deſcends, 
With her black Wings to brood o'er all the World. 
Las“ Lucius Junius Brutus. 


The Dead of Night, 
When Darkneſs broods upon our darken'd World. 
DzxypEn's and Let's Duke of Ghiſe. 


The hard travell'd Sun 
Now wantons in the Boſom of the Sea, 
Whilſt am'rous Clouds fteal nearer to the Earth, 
And melt themſelves away upon the Flow'rs : 
The Beaſts in Companies to Coverts run, 
And all the feather'd Kind upon the Wing, 
Pair to the —_— and dream the Night away. | 
\. SOUTHERN's . 


The Devi is fled, and diſmal Nigh ht deſcends, 
Caſting her ſable Arms around the World, 
And folding all within her deadly Graſp ; ; 
Ghoſts are abroad; the Monuments are-empty'd ; 
And Heroes that have ſlept till now, have leit 
T heir _ Tombs, and once more walk the Earth. 
| Hopxins's Fyrrbus. 


This Dead of Night, this ſilent Hour of Darkneſs, 


Nature for Reſt d ſoſt Repoſe. 
e 


The drouzy Night grows on the World, and now 


The buſy Craftſmen, and o'er labour d Hind , 
Forget the Travail of the Day,i in Sleep; 
Care only wakes, and moping Penſiveneſs, 


With meagre diſcontented Looks they fit, 1 | 


And watch the * of the Midnight Taper. 
Row E! 2 . 


4 = 
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. 
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The Night = dark and ſtill. A heavier 

| loom 

Ne er cover'd Earth. In low'ring Clouds, the Stars 

| Were muffled deep; and not one Ray below. | 
2 THoMPSON's Agamemnon, 


* Behold the black, the Gailt-concealing Night 
Faſt cloſes round. Wide, thro' this ample Palace 
The Lamps begin to ſhine, The Tempeſt falls; 
The weary Winds fink, breathleis. But, who knows, 
What fiercer Tempeſt yet may ſhake this Night. 
| Soul-chearing Phabus, with thy ſacred Beams 
O quickly come, and chaſe theſe ſullen — 


0, treach'rous Night! See | 
Thou lend'| thy ready Veil, to ev'ry Treaſon, 
And teeming Miſchiefs thrive beneath thy Shade. 
. HILL“ Zara. 


* The Night looks black and boding. Darkneſs 
% | 
Precipitate and heavy o'er the World ; 
At once extinguiſhing the Sun, - 
| BY MaiLer's Muftapha. 


NIGHTINGALE. 


Thus in ſome Poplar Shade, the Nightingale, 
With piercing Moans does her loſt Young bewail : 
Whieh the rough. Hind obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their downy Neſt, had ſtoln away: 
But ſhe in mournful Sounds does ſtill complain, q 


Sings all the Night; tho' all her Songs are vain, $ 
And ſtill renews her miſerable Strain. 

4 . LIE Theodofius. 
The melancholy Philomel > 


Thus perch'd all Night alone in lady Groves, 
Si 7 4 Tunes 
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Tunes her ſoft Voice to ſad Complaints of Love, 
Making her Life one great harmonious Woe, 
ee SOUTHERN's Diſappointment. 


So when the Spring renews the flow'ry Field, 
And warns the pregnant Nightingale to build ; 
She ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood, 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood : 
Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know; 
No Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow; 
Fond of the choſey Place, the views it o'er, 
Sits there, and wanders thro' the Grove no more; 
Warbling ſhe cKarms it each roy Night, 
And loves it with a Mother's Delight. 
oWE'I Fane Shore. 


* Sad Philomela thus with plaintive Strain, 
Moaning her raviſhed little ones in vain, 
Sings nightly ſweet ; the Woods her warbling Song 
Repeat Repeat the ſadly moving Wrong, | 
Inamour'd with the Muſick of her Tongue. 1a 

| Cn. Joanson's Meden. 


NILE. 


* So when the ſwelling Nile contemns her Bounds, 
And with extended Waſte, the Vallies drowns; 
At length her ebbing Streams refign the Field, - 
And, to the pregnant Soil, a ten- fold Harveſt yield. 
Cinzzr's Cæſar in Egypt- 


NOBILITY.” 
Thy early Glories in the Chace of Fame, 
Reflect new Luſtre, and our Houſe confirm. PR 


'Tis Nature's moft inviolable Eaw, © 

To make each Species propagate its Kind : 

The generous Offspring from the generous Stock, 

Derive the Virtues, and confeſs the Sire. ef- 
Hin Gentfou; Conqueror. 
| E Were 
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Were Honour to be ſcann'd by long Deſcent 
From Anceſtors illuſtrious, I could vaunt © 
A Lineage of the greateſt, and recount 
Among my Fathers, Names of antient Story, 
Heroes and godlike Patriots, who ſubdued 
The World by Arms and Virtue : | 
But that be their own Praiſe : | 
Nor will I borrow Merit from the Dead, 
Myſelf an Undeſerver. Row e's Tanierlane. 


What are all the Pomps 
Of ſculptured Marble, or recording Braſs, 
The glittering Titles, or the blazon'd Shields, 
Or, thoſe falle Soothings to the vain of Heart, 
The noify Pans of the giddy Croud ! 
Unleſs the conſcious Soul approves itſelf, 
Nor takes Diſtinction but from inward Worth. 
How vain are all hereditary Honours, 
Thoſe poor Poſſeſſions from another's Deeds, 
Unleſs our own juſt Virtues firm our Title, 
And give a Sanction to the fond Aſſumptions. 

9 N SHIRLEY's Parricide. 


NOI1SE. 


The Noiſe encreaſes as the Billows roar, 
When rolling from afar they threat the Shore. 
- Daxpax's Aurengaebe. 


T heard a diſtant hamming Noiſe, 5 
Like Bees diſturb'd, and arming in their Hives. 
Davon Spaniſh Friar. 
| Now every Echo "* x 
Goes fainter off, and dies in diſtant Sounds. PF EF 


| | And, hark! methinks, the Noiſe that late, pur- 
2 | Sinks 


_ ſu'd me, 
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Sinks like the Murmurs of a falling Wind, Po tak 
And ſoftens into Silence. | 
; | | — RowE's Fane Shore.” 


N UN, 


Know of your Vouth, examine well your Blood, 
Whether if you yield not to your Father's Choice, 
You can endure the Livery of a Nun: 

For aye to be in ſhady Cloiſter mew'd, * { 

To live a barren Siſter all your Life, | 

Chandy faint Hymns to the cold fruitleſs Moon « - 

Thrice bleſſed they that maſter ſo their Blood, 

To undergo ſuch Maiden-Pilgrimage. FP fff 

But earlier happy is the Ro/e diſtill d, 

Than that which withering on the Virgin-Thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies in ſingle Bleſſedneſs, / 
SHAKESPEAR's Midſummer Night's Dream, 


Some ſolitary Cloiſter will I chuſe, | 
And there with holy Virgins live immur'd d: 
Coarſe my Attire,” and ſhort ſhall be my Sleep, 
Broke by the melancholy Midnight Bell: F 
There hoard up every Moment of my Life, 
To lengthen out the Payment of my Tears. 

_ Faſting and Tears, and Penitence and Prayer, 
Shall do dead Sancho Juſtice every Hour, 
Till even fierce Raymond at the laſt ſhall ſay, 
Now let her die, for ſhe has griev'd enough. 
Daros Spaniſh F iar. 


Oh ! ſhut me in a Cloiſter ; there, well pleas d. 
Religious Hardſhips I will learn to bear: / © 
To Ft and freeze at Midnight Hours of Pray'r, * 
Nor think it hard within a lonely Cell, * — 
With melancholy, ſpeechleſs Saints to dwell z 


- 
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But bleſs the Day I to that Refuge ran, 
Free from the Marriage-chain, and from that Tyenke 
Man! Rowz' Fair Peuitent. 


NUPTIALS. 


. „The Rites eros thee ; 
And my devoted Heart no longer brooks 
This Diſtance from its Soft ner —All the Lamps 
Of Nuptial Love are lighted, and burn pure, 
As if they drew their rightneſs from thy Bluſhes ; 
The holy Moſque is fill'd with fragrant Fumes, 
Which emulate the Sweetneſs of thy Breathing : 
My proſtrate People all confirm my Choice; 
And ſend their Souls to Heav'n, in Prayer, for 

Bleflings. | 
Thy envious Rivals, conſcious of thy Right, 
Approve ſuperior Charms, and j 1 praiſe thee; 
The Throne, oro waits thee, fee s to ſhine, more 
rich 

As all its Gems, with 1 Luſtre, 
Feared to look dim beneath the Eyes of Zara ! 
Come, my flow Love] the Ceremonies wait thee ; 
Come, and begin, Fans * dear * my Triumph. 


ILL Zara. 


eee rene e PAL 


OATH, 


'O'T an Oath, if not the Face of Men, | 

| The Sufferance of our Souls the Times abuſe ; 
| If theſe be Motives weak, break off betimes, | 
3 But if theſe, 
As I am fure they do bear Fire en 
To kindle Con d, and to ſteal with Valour 
The melting Spirits of Women, then Countrymen, 
What need we any Spur but our own Cauſe 
To prick us to Redreſs ? What other Bond 
Than ſecret Romans that have ſpoke the Word, 


And will not palter ? And what other Oath, Than | 


* 
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Than to Ho gd, 

That this ſhall be, or we ſhall Eat for ie? 

Swear Priefts and Cowards, and Men cautelous, 
Old feeble Carrions, and ſuch fi —_— Souls, 
That welcome Wrongs unto bad C ; ſwear 
Such Creatures as Men doubt, but do not ſtain 
The even Virtue of our Enterprize, 

Nor th' inſuppreſſive Metal of our Spirits, 

To think that, or our Cauſe, or our Performance 
Did need an Oath. SHAKESPBAR' Julius Cee. 


But ſooher ſhall a dooming God recall 


His Stygian Oath, than I renounce m | 
Lan s N.. 


O mighty Jove, the Giver of all Laws, 
And Pho too, who, from thy Orb above, 
Art conſcious to what Mortals do or ſay: | 
O Seas! O Earth! and you impartial — 
Below, who judge and puniſh Perjury, oo 
Bear an eternal Recor of my Oath. | 
LansDown's Heroick * 


ves he has ſworn ! Be Witneſs Heav'n and Earth! 
Be Witneſs Sun and Moon, and every Star! 
Be Witneſs all ye Gods, chat he has ſworn! | 
Is there an Hour, either of Day or Night, Wh 
Free from ſome Oath of everlaſting Love? il. 


* An Oath is a Recognizance to Heaven, 
Binding us over in the Courts above T4; 
To plead to the Indictment of our Crimes, 
That thoſe who ſcape this World ſhquld ſuffer there, 

SOUTHERN's Oroonoks, 


This idle Vow hangs on her Woman's Fears. - / 
I'll have a Prieft ſhall preach her from her Faith, 


And make it Sin not to renounce that Vow, > 
bake... I'd have broken. 
| '  Concravy's 0 Bride,” 


= Rat 


TP «- 
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* What are Oaths, but fancy d Bonds, the Mind 
Gives to enſure the Body, and put off 
Vain Words for Deeds, and Promiſe for Performance? 
It is not Oaths which only bind, whom Nature 
Had bound before; nor to warm Prayers and Vows, 


Which the falſe Man can feign, I'd truſt my Heart. 
. Themiſtocler, 


* If we want Oaths to join- us, 
Swift let us part, from Pole to Pole aſunder. 
A Cauſe like ours is its own Sacrament ; 


Truth, Juſtice, Reaſon, Love, and Liberty, 
The eternal Links that claſp the World are in it, 
And he, who breaks their Zanction, breaks all Law, 


And infinite Connection. 
Ko Brooke's Gufiatus Vaſa. 


* If Oaths be diſregarded — come Confuſion ; 
Come wild Diſorder, leading by the Hand © 
The Harlot Vice, disfeatur d of Humanity, 

And every ſocial Grace—Hot Violation, 

With harpy-talon'd Rapine, cloſe the Scene, 
Kaning & Virtue from the human Heart.— 

| Havard's Regulus. 


* Oaths would debaſe the Dignity of Virtue, 
Elſe I could ſwear by him, the Power, who cloathed 
The Sun with Light, and gave yon Kay Hoſt 


There chaſte, unſully'd Luſtre, by the Fire 
Which burns unceaſing on that ſacred Altar, 


Where firſt—O ——— Loves were plighted, 
Francis's Conſtantine. 


OB E D I E NCE. 
I am taught by Honour's Precepts to obey ; 


.Fear to Obedience is 8 laviſh Way. 
Daryp N Aur Le, 
See I'm all Obedience : 5 N ( 155 | 
Did ever 2 yet obey like me? * "0 
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Not ſhe, who in the — 4 fed her Father 
With her own Milk, and by her Piety 8 
gav'd him from Death, can match my rig rous Virtue; 
For I have done much more: Torn off my Breaſts 

My Breaſts ! my very Heart! and flung it from me 
To feed the Tyrant Duty with my Blood : 
Lzz's Cæſar Borgia. 


-OBSTINATE. 


To wilful Men, 4 
The Injuries that they themſelves procur'd d /{ 
Muſt be their Schoolmaſters. 
| SHAKESPEAR's King Lear. 


0D AGE. 


You are old * {/ 
Nature in you ſtands in the very Verge _ - 1 
Of her Confine. SHAKESPEAR's King Lear. 


So many Cares, ſo many Maladies, 

So many Fears attending on Old Age, | 
| Yea Death fo often call'd.on as no Wiſh | | | 
Can be more frequent with them ; their Limbs faint, - 

Their Senſes dull, their Seeing, Hearing, Going, 
All dead before them, yea their very Tee, 
Their Inſtruments of Eating failing them : | 

Yet this is reckon'd Life. | | 

| | BN. Jounson's Folpane. 

Here is one that wiſhes to live longer, 
Feels not his Gout nor Palſy, feigns hamſelf 
Younger. by Scores of Years, flatters his Age 
With confident belying, with Hopes he may 
With Charms like en have his Youth reſtor d: 
And with theſe Thoughts ſo battens, as if Fate 
Would be as eafily cheated on as be, | 
And all turns Air! _— 
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2 Decrepid Bodies, worn to Ruin, 
Juſt ready of themſelves to fall aſunder, 


And to let drop the Soul. 
Dzxypen's Marriage a- la- Made. 


Some few by Temp'rance taught, approaching ſlow, 

To diſtant Fate, by eaſy Journies go : 

Gently they lay them down as Ev'ning Sheep, 

On their own woolly Fleeces ſoftly ſleep ; 

So noiſeleſs would I live, ſach Death too find, 
Like timely Fruit not ſhaken by the Wind, 

But ripely dropping from the ſapleſs Bough, 

And dying, nothing to myſelf would owe. 
Thus daily changing, with a duller Taſte 

Of leſſening Joys, I by Degrees would waſte : 
Still quitting Ground by unperceiv'd Decay, 

And ſteal myſelf from Life, and melt away. 

D&YDpaEn's State of Innocence. 


He, like a Lamp, would live to the laſt Wink, 
And crawl upon the utmoſt Verge of Life. 
Davpzx' 44 for Love. 


As in a green Old-Age, his Hair juſt grizzl'd. 
Dn and La Ir Ord, 


'YDEN 


Let me embrace thee, old Chronicle, 
Who haſt ſo long walk'd -in-Hand with Time. 
Da rox Tron an Ca. 


Changes in froward Age are natural, 
Who hopes for conſtant Weather in the Fall ? 
| Ne Da yYDen'; Secret Lovr. 


\ 1 | 
We yet may ſee the old Man in a Morning, 
\ Luſty as Health: come ruddy to the Field, 
And there purſue the Chace, as if he meant 
To o'ertake Time, and bring back Youth again, 
F  OTwar's Orphan. 


How 


The Paſſions and Ty of Age. 
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How ** is the Evening-tide of Life, ** 
When P has quench'd our Paſſions, trifling ons * 
The feeble Remnant of our filly Days | 
In Follies, dach as Dotage be is pleas'd with, / 


Free from the wounding and — Cares, 


That tofs the thoughtfal, ind. 
: E 5 is Marius. 
Shake not his Hoor-glaſs, when his haſty Sand” 
Is ebbing to the laſt: * | 


A little longer, yet a little longer, 

And Nature drops him down Without your Sin, 

Like mellow Fruit, without a Winter-Storm. 
Darss Spaniſh Friar. 


Theſe are "I Effects of doating Age, 
Vain Doubts, and idle Cares, over ' Canton; 
The ſecond Nonage of a Soul more wiſe, 

But now decay'd, and ſunk gong Socket, 
Peepin Fits, and giv e Light. 
* 28 Parse, fe. 


But old Men have Prerogative of T 


And UW FOOT and Parents that of Nature. 
/ Dzvpen' s Cleomenes. 


I've glutted Nature with Satery, 
Tir'd all her various Appetites Ig 
And 'twould be an unmannerly Return, 
For my good Cheer, and 2 of the Feaſt, 
WRES I — ſat it out, to grudge to rife. 
SouTaERN's Fate of Capua. _ 


. Thirſt af Power, and Riches now bear Sway, | 


Wu ROWDE's Phibtas. 


* But 
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A £0 — at his Vears 
Death gives ſhort Notice Drooping Nature then 
Wichout a Guſt of Pain to ſhake it, falle. e 
Tnoursox' Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 


® 1 old Men, thoſe plodding grave ſtate Pe- 
n J 6 

Forget the Courſe of Youth ; their crooked Prudence, 

To Baſeneſs verging ſtill, forgets to take 

Into their fine 12 Schemes the generous Heart, 

That thro the Cobweb Syſtem burſting lays 

Their Labours waſte. —— hid. 


This Heart, by Age and Grief conyeal'd, 
Is no more ſenſible to . 
Than are our barren Rocks to Morn's ſweet Dew, 
That balmy trickles down their rugged Cheeks. 

| MiILLER'Y Mahomet, 


An old Man muſt expect | 
Theſe little Shocks of Nature, they are Hints 
To warn us of-our End. n 
Wir zRZA D' Roman Father. 


9 Suſpicion is the Frailty of old Age. 

The Weakneſs of my Heart, — * | 
5 ;  Francis's Eagenia. 

* Old Men love Novelties ; the laſt artivd ' | © 

Still pleaſes beſt ; the Youngeſt ſteals their Smiles. 

TA 1 | YounG': Brothers. 


* When Men once reach their Autumn, fickly 


O | / 
Fall off . as yellow Leaves from Trees, 
At every little Breath Misfortune blows 
Till, left quite naked of their Happineſs, 
In the chill Blaſts of Winter they expire. 
This is the common Lot. 1.4 


* Theſe War-wearied Limbs A 
| Wiſh for Repoſe; to lay their feeble Strength 
Beneath the peaceful Shade, which this Day's Mig 


+ the Earth ; there, in an old Man's War- 
are | 


To talk of freezing Nights, and burning Days, 
The Toils of Glory, Sieges, Marches, Battles, 
And animate our outh to Deeds of Honour, 

Be now my ſole Ambition. FAN Conflaniine. 


* Old Age is talkative, and I may learn 
Somewhat of Moment from him. 
 WuiTzuzAd': Crenſa.. 


Will tempt the. Vi rx 
tem ice of A to : 


* 1 
[5 not the Vice of Age. | - Bid. 


OM BE NS: i. 


The Owl fhriek'd at thy Birth; an evil Sight! 
The Night Crow cry'd, foreboding lu Time: . 
Dogs bowl d, an | hideous Tempeſts ſhook dow 


The Raven rook'd her on the Chimney-Top, 
And Nag: Pies in diſmal Diſcord | ſu 
Hong VI. 


 SHAKESPEAR's 


A common Slave 
Held up his Left-hand, which did flame and bas 
Like twenty Torches join'd ;- and yet his Hand, 
* I —— Fi oy remain'd 'd. 
gainſt the Capita! I met a Lion, 
Who glar'd upon me, and went ſarly- by 
Without Lan « Hun And there were drawn 


Upon © Hands a Hundred ghaſtly Women, 


Tr: 10 
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Transform'd with Fear, who fwore they ſaw 
Men all in Fire, walk up and down the Streets; 
— e Bird — Night did ſit, 

v'n at nday, upon Market- place, 
ny and ſhrteking, 


+ +1577 wb Julius cafe. 


Be thou my Witneſs, that a my Will, 

As P was, am I compell'd to ſet 
| Rum the — Liberties. 

ou know that Epicarss ſtrong, 
And his Opinions; now I change my Mind, 
And credit Things that do preſa 
Coming from go = 71 (mon nfign 

Two mi les 
Gorgi gr > feeding from our Soldiers ey peck * 
This orning are they fled away and gone, 
And in their Steads do Ravens, — and Kites, 


Fly Oer our Heads, and downward look on us 


As we were ſickly Prey : Their Shadows ſeem 
A Canopy moſt fatal, under which - 
Our Army lies, ready to give the Ghoſt. Via. 


The ſacred Oil, which for a hundred Years, 
- Supply'd the Sun behind the golden Veil, 
I and all the myſtick Lights were quench'd ' 
e doleful Voices ſhrilly eccho'd 
The arken'd Fane, the Monuments did open, 
And all the Marble-tombs, like Sponges 3 d, 
Spouted big Sweat: The Curtain was conſum'd 
ith wond'rous Flame, and every ſhining Altar 
Diffolv'd to yellow Puddle, which anon, 
A Flaſh of cir Light ning quite lick'd up. | 
LI“ Mithridates. 


Ill Omens may the Guilty tremble at, 
Make every Accident a Prodi 
And Mon frame, where ature never err d: 


May the ſear d Confcience ſtart at falling Meteors, 
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And call the Scream of every hooting Owl, 
Or croaking Raven, Fate's moſt dreadful Voice: 
For me, I laugh at them. Should now the Heavens 
Flame with a thouſand Fires, ne'er ſeen before, : 
And Thunder beat the Winds from every Qorver 3 
Not for the Calm of all the Univerſe, 


Would I put af ay W A 


f WI now ? Thou bleed, 
Tires and. mar What then? And why what 


But juſt three Drops And why not ju thees Drops, 
As well as four or five, or five and twenty ? 

Muſt I tumble too ? \ 

Away, ye Dreams : What if it chunder'd now 2 
Or if a Raven croſs'd me in my Way ? 
Or, now it comes, becauſe laſt Night I — | 
The Council-Hall was hun with C 


and you ak; . 
Darözu and Laz's Dake of Ge. 


What mean n theſe wing'd ill Omens of the Air, 
That paſſing bruſh me with their deadly Pinions, 
And ſeem the Forlorn-Hope of Fate ? 
Degwnrs's Rinalde and drmida. 


* Whey) tho Soul Labours with ome mighty Pr 


That Mead and Danger uſher into Birth, 
Fancy alarm'd ſees in each Accident 

A Horn font Owens of her own vain Nen 1 
Shapes, Fiends or Ghoſts ; embodies empty Space, | 


\ 
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Pours Terror on the unreal Form ; then ſhrinks 
Appary and trembling from her own Creation. 


MaLLEt,s Mufapha, 


. A thouſand horrid Prodigies foretold it. 
A feeble Government, eluded Laws, 
A factious Populace, luxurious Nobles, 
And all the Maladies of ſinking States. 
When publick Villainy, too — for Juſtice, 
Shews his bold Front, the er o Ruin, 
Can brave Leontius call for binger of 
Which Cheats interpret, and which F — regard ? 
When ſome neglected Fabrick nods beneath 
The Weight of Years, and totters to the Tempeſt, 
Muſt Heaven diſpatch the Meſſengers of Light, 
Or wake the Dead to warn us of its Fall ? 

8. JounsoN's Irene. 


OPPORT UNIT V. Se Vicissrrupt, 


There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, 
Which taken at the Flood leads on to Fortune, 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life 
Is donad i in Shallows and i in Miſeries ; - 

On ſach a full Sea are we now afloat, 
.And we muſt take the Current when it ſerves, 


Or * our Ventures. 
| eats: Far Cæſar. 


How ſtrangely am I — 

With Opportunity, which like a ſudden Guſt, 

Has ſwell d my calmer Thoughts into a * 
Accurs'd Opportunity !—- 

The Midwife and the Bawd to all our vices: 

That work'ſt our Thoughts into Defires ; Deſires 
To Reſolutions; And ob being ripe and quicken'd, 


Thou giv ſt en Birch, and bring en to Ac- 
| tion. | 
Thov, 


Her Body not acquainted with the Sin; 


Methinks I have his Image now in View; 
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Thou, when my dire and bloody a: 
Like fick and as Children, 
Were rock' d aſleep by Reaſon or Religion, - 
Thou, like a 2 Noiſe com'ſt ruſhin 52 
And mak ſt them * and wake to new ed. 
Dexnnan's Sophy. 


Thou ſtrong Seducer, Opportunity ! 
Of Womankind, half are undone by the. 
Da rox ; Conguef ad 


She only wants an Opportunity : 
Her Soul's a Whore alread 


N | 
DzvDen's Trolle, e 
Take Heed and mark your Opportunity; ; 


For if the Woman lays it in your Way, 
And you o'erſee it, ſhe is loſt for ever. 


Las '; Theedofeus. | 
I believe her honeſt yet: | wt 


But if her Thoughts run foul, her Mind's ee, 
And the next Opportunity compleats KY 


My black Diſhonour. | 3 
SOUTHERN's Diſappointment. 
ORACLE. 


The God of Delpbos did forwarn me, * 
With thund'ring Oracles : Behold the ein Prieft 1 


He mounts the Trips: in a Minute's Space, 

His clouded Head knocks at the Temple Roof, 
While from his Mouth theſe diſmal Words are heard. 
Dzypen and Let's Ocdipus, 


Even Oracles themſelves, - 1 
Are alays doubtful, and are often forg'd. Bid. 


Viſions : Fo 
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Viſions and Oracles ſtill doubtful are, 
And ne'er expounded till th' Event of War: 
The Gods Foreknowledge on our Swords will wait 


If we fight well, they muſt foreſhew good Fate. 
Dzxrpen's Tyrannic Love, 


ORNAMEN T. 


The World is ftill deceiv'd with Ornament: 
In Law what Plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 
But being ſeaſon'd with a gracious Voice, 
And cover'd with fair fj s Subtiltics, 

Ohſcures the Show of on? In Religion 
What damned Error: But ſome ſober Brow 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a Text? 
There is no Vice ſo artleſs, but aſſumes 

Some Mark of Virtue on its outward Parts, 
Hiding the Groſſneſs with fair Ornament. 
How many Cowards, with Livers white as Milk, 
Have Backs of Brawn, and wear upon their Chins, 
The Beard of Hercu/es, and of frowning Mars? 
Look even on Beauty : What are thoſe criſped Locks, 
That make ſuch wanton Gambols with the Wind! 
What but the Dowry of a ſecond Head, 
The Skull that bred them in the Sepulchre ? 
Thus Ornament is as a beauteous Scarf, 
 SHAKESPEAR's Merchant of Venice. 
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>a ov 4. vant vin go; «vt eo; $4 4% 44% $45 _*7 
MY SLY UTI UT UN YT UTY 


HERE wh oy | 
] That could endure Tooth er x lenny; / 
However have writ the Style of Gods, 
And made a Piſh at Chance Sufferance. 
SHAKESPBAR's Much ado about Nothing, 


Who can hold a Fire in his Hand, 

28 9 
oy 12 

by bare Imaginazon 50 Fea 7 
Or wallow naked in December Snow, T 
By thinking on fantaſtick Summer's Heat ? 
Oh! no, th' A of the Good 
Gives but the Feeling to the Worſe : 
Full Sorrow's Tooth doth never wrankle more 


Than when it bites, but lanceth not the Sore, 
SHAKESPEAR's Richard IT. 


Long Pains, with Uſe of bearin are half eas d. | 
A Dzrven's ate of Innocence: 


He's doom'd to Pain, at which the Damn'd will 
tremble, 
And take their own for Joys. 
—— 


8 


Paraſite 
„eee precio Thing n 


Vol, II. a p M 
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Not bred 1 the, Clods and Clodpoula 2 


4 Myſtery \ was not 4 a Sclence ; 
It is ſo liberally profeſt, almoſt | 
All the wiſe World is little elſe in Nature: 
I mean not thoſe who have your baſe Town Art, 
To know who's fit to feed em, have no Houſe; 
No Family, no Care, and therefore mould 
Tales for Mens Ears to beat that Senſe, or get 
TP Invention, and ſome. ſtale Receipts -- _ 

To plenty the Belly and the Grein; nor thoſe 
With their Court D og: tricks, that can fawn and fleer, 
Make their Revenden out of Legs and Faces, 
Echo my Lord, and lick away a Moth: 
But your ſine elegant Raſcal that can riſe 
And ſtoop almoſt together, like an Arrow 
Shot thro" the Air as nimble as à Star: une 
Turn ſhort as doth a Swallow, and be hong: 
And there, and here, and yonder all at onee - 
Preſent to any Hamour, all 
And change a Viſor ſwifter than a Thou hey 
This is the Creature had the Art born cite ew, 
Toils not to learn it, but doth practiſe it 
Out of moſt excellent. Nature, and ſuch ach Sparks , 


Are the true Paraſites, ones but arne. 2 
on's Ye 


Ben. 296g 
PARDON. 
Great Souls forgive. not Injuries ill Time 


Has put their Enemies into their Power, 
That they may ſliew!Forgiveneſs is their own; 


For elſe, tis Fear to puniſh, that — P 


The W 4 not ee ayes 1 
N "+ Due of 


Tis cheap 1 when you would not pay. 
an s Don 
You 


* 
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You may forgive 8 

ITY never ſhall forgive myſelf ; 17 

If you forgive me I ſhalt now roach} En 11 

Not. as 85 but a Wreath, | : 

Redeem'd from to the Ways of Honour. 

And to my Paſſion join my Gratitude : | 

Each Time I kn kocel befor? you. I ſhall riſe, RR 

N appier Man, | 

Indebted to your Virtue, ON | 

= Youne' 5 56. 

0 thod ur ri Wande Ja 

Humbly behold 1 bow myſel to thee, | 

And own thy Juſtice in this hard Decree : \ 

No longer then my ripe n N (+ 

But what I merit let me learn to | 

Yet ſince tis all my Wickedneſs can give, 

For my paſt Crimes, my forfeit Life receive: 

No Pity for my Suff rings here T crave, . 

And _- hope Forgiveneſs in the Grave. 
ROwE * Shore. 


© Aw PARDON. 5 


O my Statira / O my Dear! 
Turn thy Eyes on me, I Would talk to them: 
What ſhall I ſay to work upon thy Soul ? 

Where ſhall I throw me? Whither ſhall 1 fall? 

* thy Eyes I'll have a Grave dug up, 

3 

Ob! ut as the 5 ay on e, 
* and a relenting Word / 
'twas Pity that ſo great a Man,. 
W! ten thouſand Deaths in Barde ard. 
For one poor Fault, ſo early ſhould. remaye;: t 
er mung 
| Lee, 


1 * 5 "4 
— , j 
hf - Mz "Oh! = 
- 8 > = 
- 4 
= 


— 
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Oh ! tura thee! tum ! thou barbarous Bright 
turn 


Hear my laſt Words, and ſee my utmoſt Pangs. 
Lzt's Alexander. 


Spare kim! O ſpare him ! Kings mould delight in 


T1 follow = — _ - my Knees, 
make your ppery with Tears, 
You ſhall not paſs. Mc by 


' Spare my Remembrance, 'twas a Day, 
And fill che Bluſh hangs here. erer 


Darozx' All for Love. 


- Shall I, who to my | ney ove could toy, | 

Riſe up, and be a King ? Shall I fall down, 

And cry, forgive me, 85 ar Shall I ſet 

A Man, m qual, in Place of Fove, 

As he 8411 give me Being? No, that Word, 

Forgive, would choak me up, and die upon my 
Tongue. Bid. 


Can you forgive the Sallies of my Paſſion! 
For I have been to blame; oh ! much to blame 
Have ſaid ſuch Words, nay, done ſuch Actions too, 
Baſe as I am, that my aw'd conſcious Soul 
Sinks in my Breaſt; nor dare I lift an Eye 


On him I have offended. 
Dzxypen's Troilus and c. 
Thus to the Gods, offending Mortals 
Made ſenſible by fome ſevere Affliction, 


How all cheir * are regiſter d in Heav n: 
In that nice Court, how no raſh Word ef 
But ev'n extravagant Thoughts are all wy WS 
Thus the poor Penitents with Fear a * 

The reverend Shrines, and thus for « ava 

Thus melting too, they waſh the hallow'd og 
And groan to be W Liz“ — 


% 
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Oh ! from my Soul, I do confeſs myſelf 
The very Blot of Honour; I'm more black 
Than thous in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 
With all * — . can'ſt make me. 


Lzsz*s Theodofius. 


Not worth a Word, a Look, nor one Regard ! 
Is then the Nature of my Fault ſo heinous, -- . 
That when I come to my eternal Leave, 

You'll not vouchſafe to view me? This is Scorn, 
Which the fair Soul of „ Athenais 

Would ne'er have harbour'd 

Oh! for the Sake of him whom you ec'er 

Shall hold as faſt, as now your Wiſhes form 3 
Give me a patient Hearing. For however 

I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath ls, 

I would deliberate with my Fate a while, 

With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt ; 
Pauſe o'er a Loſs, like that of Athenair, | 
And parley with my Ruin. _ Dia. 


O kill me here, or tell me my Offence: | -/ 
I'll never quit you elſe ; but on theſe Knees _ 
Thus follow you all Day, till they are worn bare : 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. 


Or wars Orphan, | 


cken to hard, Monimia, to forgive / 
A W where humble Love, like mine, implores 
ee ? 

For I muſt love thee, tho' it prove thy Ruin. { 
Which Way ſhall I court thee ? | 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave. 
And fatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee? 
I'll kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee; 
Yet, prithee Tyrant, break not quite my Heart; 
But when my Taſk of Penitence is o'er, | 


Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. Ji. 
M 3 Thus 
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11 Thus crawling on the Earth, 
Would I thy Pardon meet; the only Thing 
Can make me view the Face of Heav'n with Hope. 
Orwar' Orphan. 


Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Tongue, 
"Twas a hard Violence: I could have died - 
With Love of thee, ev'n when 1 us'd thee worſt: 
Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter d, 
My Heart recoil'd, and 'twas ev'n Death to ſpeak 
them. Ibid. 


Oh ! whither ſhall I run to hide me ? 
Where mall 1 lower fall? How ſhall I lie 
More groveling in your View, and ſue for Mercy? 
Yet tis ſome Comfort to my wild Deſpair, 
Some Joy in Death, that I may kiſs your Feet, 
Black as I-am. with all my Guilt upon me. 
| Lz 8's Lucius Junius Brutus. 


wake I beg you by theſe Tears ; 
Theſe Sighs; and by th' ambitious Love you bear 
me: 154% 

By all the Wounds of your groaning - Country, 
That bleeds to Death. Oh! feck-the beſt of Kings; 
 Kneel, fling your ſtubborn Body at his Feet; 

Your Pardon ſhall be ſign'd; your Country ſav'd: 

Virgins and Matrons, all ſhall ſing your Fame; 

Au every Babe Mall bleſs the Gui/e's Name. 
. Dzrypen's Duke of Guife. 


Thou ſhalt not force me from thee ; 
Uſe me reproachfully, and like a Slave : 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap Wrongs on Wrongs 
On my poor Head: I'll bear it all with Patience, 
Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty ; 
Lie at thy Feet, and kiſs them, tho they ſpurn-me ; 


Till 
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Till wounded by, my Sufferin thou relent, 
And raiſe we 40 117 Arms with dear Forgiveneſs. 


er s Venice fbr. 


r Piey and iveneſs ; 
By the 1 eg for tender of Child and Father 


eal my Complaints, and take me to your Love; 
Remember I am your Daughter, by a Mother | 
Virtuous and noble, faithful to your Honour, / 

Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 
Dear to your Arms : By all the Joys ſhe gave you 
When in her blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
Look kindly on me ; in my Face behold 
The Lineaments of her's you've kifs'd fo often, 

Pleading the S of your poor caſt off Child. ; 


OTwar's Venice rg. = 


Oh! do not call to Memory _ 
My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 
Into your Heart, and quite deface th” 10 on; 
For * think how mine's perplex d, what Sad- 
neſs 
Fears and Deſpair, diftra the Peace within me, 
Oh ! you would take me in your dear, dear Atms, 
Hover with ſtrong Compaſſion o'er" your young, One, 
To ſhelter me with roketſiig Wirg 
'From the black 48184 Storm, that juſt he 
id. 


P 


* 


Oh there's but e 
Twixt me and Fate ! yet ſend me not with Curſes 
Down to my Graye :- Aﬀord me one kind icy 1 4 
Before we part: Juſt take-me in your Arms, 

And recommend me with Prayer to N * 
That I may die in Peace. | 3 


Think then you ſaw what d at our ll Parting : 
Think you beheld har” 176 __ Lion, 


4 Paw- 
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Pawing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps; 

Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain 

Of burning Fury ; think you ſaw his one Hand 

Fix'd on my Throat, while the extended other 

„ a keen threatning Dagger: Oh ! 'twas thus 

We laſt embrac'd! when trembling with Revenge 

He dragg'd me to the Ground, — at my Boſom 

Preſented horrid Death; cry'd out, my Friends 

Where = ro Friends ? ſwore, wept, rag'd, threaten'd, 

ov'd: 

For yet he lov'd; and that dear Love preſerv'd me 

To this laſt Trial of a Father's Pity. 

If ever then I was your Care, now hear me; 

Fly to the Senate, ſave the promis'd Lives 

Of his dear Friends, e' er mine be made the Sacrifice, 
| OTwarY's Venice Preſere'd. 


By all the Power that's 22 thee o'er my Soul: 
By thy reſiſtleſs Tears, and conquering Smiles: 
By the victorious Love that ſtill waits on thee : 
Fly to thy cruel Father, ſave my Friends, _ 
Or all our future Quiet's loſt for ever. - 
Fall at his Feet; cling round his reverend Knees; 
Speak to him with thy Eyes ; and with thy Tears 

elt his cold Heart, and wake dead Nature in him: 
Cruſh him in thy Arms; torture him with 3 
Nor till thy Prayers are granted, ſet him 3: 
But conquer him, as thou haſt conquer'd me. 


I muſt be heard; I muſt have Leave to ſpeak, 
Oh ! look upon me with an Eye of Mercy, 
With Pity; and with Charity behold me. Ke A 
Shut not thy Heart againſt a Friend's Repentance: 
But as there dwells a Godlike Nature in thee, | 


| Bid. 
* 


Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications. 


1 
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Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me; nor thy Heart [ 
Deteſt me utterly. Oh! look upon me! 
Look back; and ſee my ſad fincere Submiſſion ! q 
How 1 N ſwells, as ev'n 'twould burſt my Bo- 


Fond of its Goal, and lab'ring to be at thee. - 
 Orwar's Venice Preſerv'd. 


_ - Whither ſhall I fly! 
Where hide me and my Miſeries together ? | 
Where's now the Roman Conſtancy I boaſted ? 80 
Sunk into trembling Fear and Deſperation: . 
Not daring now to look up o that Face | 
Which ud to ſmile ev'n = my Thoughts; but down 
Bending theſe miſerable Eyes to Barth: 
Muſt move in Penance, and n 1. Mercy. 


For, oh 1 I've loſt what never can be counted, 
My Friend; O Belvidera, that dear Friend. 
Who, next to thee, was all my Heart rejoic'd i ae / 
Has uſed me like a Slave] ſhamefully uſed me! 

It would break thy pitying Heart to hear the Story ! 
What ſhall I do? Indignation, 
Love, 12. Fear, and Mem'ry how I've wrong'd 


Diſtract my Quiet with the very Thought on't. 
And tear my Heart to Pieces in my Boſom. Toid. | 


Go not to Death, like a dumb Sacrifice ; 
Beg him to ſave my Life, in ſaving thine. 
Dzrpex's Don Sebaftian... 1 


Look, Tyrant, what Exceſs of Love can do! 
It pulls me down thus low, as to thy Feet: 
Nay, to embrace thy Knees with loathing Hands, 
Which bliſter when I touch thee : Yet even thus, 
Thus far I can, to ſave Sebaftian's Life, | eh 


1 
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Spare him! O' ſpare him Dan you pretend tg 


love © 
And have'no yt Love and that are Twins. 
Here will I 
Thus com ny $ you with theſe ſuppl anting Cords ; 
And pull o long, till the'proud abrick falls. 
+ DxYDEN's Don Sebaſtian, 


Oh ! ſtop this headlong Torrent of your Goodneſs ! 
It comes too faſt upon à feeble Soul, 
Half drown'd in Tears before Spare my Confuſion ! 
For Pity ſpare; and ſay not firſt you err'd : | 
For I have yet not dard, thro? Gaile and Shame, 
To throw myſelf beneath your Royal Feet. 1 


Tre Pub thee much, and Heay' n has well 
aveng'd ; 
I have not fince we parted been at Peace, 
Nor known one Joy fincere : Our broken Friendſhip 
Purſned me to th © laſt Retreat of Love, 
Stood like a glaring Ghoſt, and made me cold with 
Horror. 1 New. Fair Penizent. 


If ever Prayers prevail on heavenly Minds, 
Tis chiefly when the Offender, drinking deep. 
From the full Cup of Bitterneſs, pr prefers W 
He needs no Merit then; his Miſeries 
Become his Interceſſors; and the Heart, 

Pierc'd with a ſharp Remorſe for ny diſclaims 
The coftly Poverty of Hecatombs, d 


And offers the * n, itſelf. 
Jzrraeys's Edwin, 


O Adcliza, do I view the Dawn 
Of dear Forgiveneſs in your akter'd Looks! 
That kindling Bluſh ! and thoſe dejected Eyes 4 
Raiſe them again in a relenting Moment: 
Big with Compaſſion let them ſhine upon me, 
And ** their angry Beams, and * the Tale 


Your 
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Your Ton R Can A {till deny me? 
O let me ſeize your Hand at leaſt, and warm it 
Thus with, my Sighs :, Withdraw it not ſo ſoon: 
1 would hare. — d, and printed Kiſſes on it, 
Wich all the Vows ph Penitence and Rapture. 


_ 1 Jerenaxs's Edwin, 
PARENT. 


Oh think ou are a Father I. Soft Todulgrace 
Becomes that Name] Tho Nature give you Power 
To bind his Duty, tis with ſilken Cords: 

Command him then, as you command yourſelf ;- 
He is as much a Part of you, as are 

Your Appetite and Will; and thoſe you force not, 
"= gently dend and make.them pliant to our 1 87 


DzxYD Ex's 


What Right have Parents o'er their e 
Than Birds have o'er their Young ? Yet they impoſe 
No rich plum d Miſtreſs on chen faber d 80 Sons, 

But leave cheir Love more open yet, and free, 
Than py the Fields of Air, their ſpacious Birthright. 
Darpzu s Rival Ladies. 


A Father ! that im] preſiding Care. 
Chearful to give ! willing himſelf to want 
-Whate'er thy Needs require 


Para 5 8 


I know how far a wy bay oY h 
But Duty has a Bound like inet wag blue 4 
It reaches but to Life. For all ond it 0 
Is the Dominion of another World. 
Where you have no Command. 

| ery PC LE 


Curs'd Rules ! that thus the nobleſt Loves engage 
To wait the peeviſh Humours of old Age! 


a—, 
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Think not the Lawfulneſs of Love confifts ' 
In Parents Wills, or in the Forms of Priefts: 

Such are but licens'd Rapes, that Vengeance draw 
Foy Heav'n, howe'er approv'd by human Law ! 


the happieſt Bond of Love might be, 
If If Hand were join d only when Hearts agree. 
LansDown's Britiſh Enchanters. 


By 2 ftrong Grief, my Heart even melts within 


I could x Nature, and that Tyrant Honour, 
For making me thy Father and thy Judge: + 


Thou art my Daughter ſtill. - - 
Rowz's Fair Penitent. 


See'ſt thou this Dagger, and this trembling Hand ? 
Thrice Juſtice urg'd, and thrice the flackening Sinews 
Forgot their Office, and confeſs'd the Father : 

The ſtern, the rigid Judge, has been obey'd ; 
Now Nature and * Father claim their Turns! 

I have held the Ballance with an Iron Hand, 
And put off every tender human Thought, 

To doom my Child to Death ! But fon my Eyes, 


| The moſt unnat'ral Sight, leſt their Strings crack, 


My old Brain ſplit, ee and ai. Hens, 
7 
* Where Parents their — lan Rigour 


lay. 


Tis * 4 to hora but prudent to obey. 
JzrpreYs's Edwin. 


*- You hid have known me, 


While yet in Youth and in my Bloom of Life, 


*Twixt warring Monarchs and contending'States 
The glorious Arbiter ; a godlike Office, 

And worthy the imperial Crown I wore 

Then did no houſhold Jars, no home-bred F uries 


57 round my Heart, exulting in its G 
n * Thoſe 
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Thoſe Honours of my younger Years to ne,” * 
To riſing Rome, from my Decline transſerr dj, 
Now in my grey Old Age behold me ſit 
Of theſe my own two Sons th inglorious Judge; 
My Son the Accuſer, and my Son th' Jenna, | 
Of Treaſon ated, or of Treaſon feign'd : » 
Whether in him, or him, the Guilt 1s found, a 
The Guilty s wretched. Father ſtill am I. 
In vain I ffrove by Precept, by Example, 
In Duty, Love, or Dread to fix their Union; 
Nor Duty holds, nor ſweet Agreement charms, 
Nor Diſcord's formidable Warnings fright: 
While yet I live, and theſe ſad Eyes bebe it, 
They rage againſt each other for my Kingdom, 
In the curſt Avi rice of Dominion loſt, 

Lewis's Philip of Macidon, - 


* On Ny $ x Parents their Power found, 
Yet Nature to that Power has ſet a Bound. | 
Indulgence beſt does ſuit prefiding Care. ; 


A Parent's Will ſhould ne'er be too ſevere, 
For they are leaſt obey'd who rule with Fear, 
And - & en unjuſt are the Commands they lay, 
It is no Crime if Children diſobey. 
| WanDEsFORD's Fatal Love. 


* The Parent's partial Fondneſs for # Child, 
An only Child, can ſurely be no Crime . 
Twere breaking all the tender Strings of Nature, 
Which tune our Souls to Harmony and Love | 
Twere bidding us to act againſt ourſelves, 
To diſregard our Childrens Safety here! 
No: Care's a Father's Right a pleating Right, 
In which he labours with a home felt Joy — 
| SHIRLEY" a Parricide, 


a. ao 


* The 


* 
1 
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. The Gods and I, in this, muſt will the-ſame, 
To thee I am the Subſtitute of Heav'n. 7 
* PaTBRSON's dr minins. 


e Behold the fatal Work of my dark Hand, 
That by rude Force the Paſſions would command, 
That ruthleſs ſought to root them from the Breaſt : 
They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreſs d. 
Taught hence, ye Parents, who from Nature ſtray, 
And the great 'Ties of ſocial Life betray; | 
Ne'er wit your Children act a 'Tyrant's Part: 
Tis yours to guide, not violate the Heart. 
Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er Mankind preſide, 
Behold my righteous Woes, and drop your Pride, 
Keep Virtues ſimple Path before your Eyes, 
Nor think from Evil Good can ever riſe, 

| THoMPs0N's Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 


-* T have no Sons, and that I ever had, 
Is now my heavieſt Curſe : And yet what Care, 
What Pains I took to curb the rifing Rage! 
How often have I rang'd.thro” Hiſtor 
To find Examples for their private Uſe ? 
The Theban Brothers did I ſet. before them 
What Blood! What Deſolation ! but in vain! 
For thee Demetrius did I go to Rome, 
And bring the Patterns thence of Brothers Love; 
The 2uintii, and the Scipio's ; but in vain! 
If I'm a Monarch, where's your Obedience? 
If Tm a Father, where's your Duty to me? 
If old, your Veneration due to Vears? 
But 1 have wept, and you have ſworn, in vain! 
I had your Ear, and Enmity your Heart. 
How was this Morning's Counſel thrown away? 
How happy is your Mother in the Grave! 
She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs: Her Pangs, 
Her pungent Pangs, throb thro? the Father's Heart. 
| Younc's Brothers, 


PART- 
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PARTING. - 


oh being big wich T with Tears, | 
Turning h. his 4 — put his 
And with Affection Tae, 
He wrung Baſſanio's Hand o they "3th 
* SHAKBSPEAR' Merchant of Rents, 


Ev'n thus two Friends condemn d. * 4 
Embrace and kiſs, and take ten thouſand Leaves, | 
Lother a hundred Times to part than die. 


SHAKESPEAR's Hewy VI, 


If I depart from thee I cannot live; 
And in thy Sight to die, what were it elſe, - { 
But like a pleaſant Slumber in thy L L 5 
To die by thee were but to dis in Je 
From thee to die were A more has Vo. 

i 


When I but think this Sight may be our laſt, 
If Jove could ſet me in the Place of Atlas, | 
And lay the Weight of Heav'n and Gods upon me, : 
He could not preſs me more. 

Oh ! let-me go, that 1 may know hy Oe P [ 
Grief is but gueſs d while thou art ſtanding by! 
But I too foon ſhall know what Abſence 1s. 

Why? LL by. 20. Another Name fo 


'Tis the 8 un partin paring from the frozen North ! | 

And I, methinks, Hand on ſome icy Cliff, 

To watch the laſt low Circles; that he makes; 

Till he fink down from Heaven. O only Crafts! 

If thou depart from me, I cannot live, 

I have not Soul enough to laſt for Grief ; 

But thou ſhalt hear what Grief. has done WR 
If I could live to hear it, I were falſe;  . 


- — - 


But as a fearful Traveller, .who fearing 
Aſſaults, leaves his Wealth behind, x _ 


6, 
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I truſt my Heart with thee, and carry with me 
Only an empty Caſket. 7 

Then I will live, that I may keep that Treaſure; 
And arm'd with this Aſſurance, let thee go 
Looſe, yet ſecure, as is the gentle Hawl,” 
When wilted off, ſhe mounts into the Wind? f 
Our Loves like Mountains, hid above the Clouds, 
Tho' Winds and Tempeſts beat their aged Feet, 
Their peaceful Heads, nor Storms, nor Thunder know: 
But ſcorn the threatning Rack that rolls below. 

SHAKESPEAR's Troilus and Creſſida. 


_ 'Tis almoſt Morning, I would have thee gone, 

And yet no further than a Wanton's Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his Hand, 3 

Like a poor Priſoner in its twiſted Gyves, { 

And with a filken Thread plucks it in again, 

So loving, jealous of his Liberty, | 
SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and Juliet. 


Whether we ſhall meet again I know not, 
Therefore our everlaſting Farewell take; 
For ever and for ever farewell Caffus, 1 
If we do meet again, why we ſhall ſmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 
- SHAKESPEAR's Julia Ceſar. 


My Heart unmov'd can Noiſe and Horror bear, 
Parting from you is all the Death I fear. 

Dzvypen's Indian Emperor. 
| When Lovers meet 'tis all Extaſy ; 

And when they part again, they more than die. 
SG  SEDLBY's An and Cleopaira, 
By Fove 'tis ominous, our ng is! 
Her Face look'd pale too as ſhe turn'd away : 
| WM | 


Aud 


* 
\ 
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And when I her by the roſy Fingers, _ 
Methought the Strings of my great Heart did Sued] 
Lee's Alexander. 


I go, but muſt turn back for one laſt Look ! 
Remember, O remember, dear Semandra / 
That on th Virtue all my Fortune hangs! | 
Semandra, is the Bus'neſs of the War! 5 
Semandra, makes the Fight, draws every Sword! 1 
Semandra ſounds the Trumpet, gives the Word | 
So the Moon charms her wat'ry World below, 
Wakes the * Seas, and makes them ebb and flow} 

_ Lze's Misbridates. 


Oh ! ſtay ! there's ſomething e er we for ever 
That * ours ſpeak; 11 n _ . ö 


Farewell Thus kneeling at " Feet I pour 
Theſe parting Tears!) Allow this dying Kiſe, 
Which my cold Lips print on thy faithleſs Hand ! 
Oh ! all my Vows for ever here 1 — 2 
And ſince we never, never muſt behold f 1 
Each other more, I'll breathe em once 
Farewell, Semandra ! Oh ! thou'lt never 
In all thy Search of Love, a Heart like mine 1 
Once more, farewell for ever, falſe Semandra ?- 
What? yet again thy Name? Will my charmd 

Tongue 0 

Sound _—_y but Semandra ! O Semandre |. 


When what we love; we ne'er muſt meet again : 
To loſe the Thooght is to remove the 


Dryden State of 


Adieu then, O my Soul's far better Part ! | 
Thy. Image fticks 4 cloſe, + 
That the Blood follows from my rending Heart : 
A laſt Farewel! For 


5 
. 
=y 
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For ſince a laſt muſt come, the reſt are van, 
Like Gaſps in Death, which but prolong our Pain. 
DavyDen' s Conqueſt of Granada. 


I could-put out an Eye, and bid it go; 
And t'other ſhould not weep : But, oh ! 
How many Deaths are in that Word, Depart! 

Like one who wanders thro' long barren - 6 
And yet foreknows no hoſpitable Inn W. 
Is near to ſuccour Hunger, eats his Fill 
Before his painful March ; 

So would 1 feed a- while my famiſh'd Eyes | 
Before we part. RYDEN's All for Love, 


Think thyſelf me: 
And when thou peak l. but let it firſt be . 
Take off the Edge from every ſharper Sound, 
And let our partin -; as gently made | 
As other's Loves | \ Bid. 


O my lov'd Lord, tho' 1 reſolve a Ruin 
To match my Crimes: by all my Miſeries, 
"Tis Horror worſe than — thouſand 
To ſend me hence without a kind Farewell; 
'Tis Woman's Weakneſs that I wou'd be pity d. 
Pardon me then, 
My Soul is on che Brink. 
Do not thou puſſi me off, and 1 will 29, | 
With ſuch a Willingneſs, as if that Heaven 
With all its Glories glow'd for my Reception: 

DarpEN and LEE“. Oral. 


tots Sides it in doom's- Sala id 6275 
| That we muſt part, ——— Sieame hank, 
As thoſe that have lov'd long, and loved well. 
Farewell moſt lovely and moſt lov'd of Men! 
Why comes this dying Paleneſs o'er thy Face? 
Why wander thus thy Eyes, why doſt thou bend, 
As if the fatal » nnn 


Once 
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Once more farewell, and take theſe laſt Embraces 
Oh L could cruſh him to the Heart, farewell, 4.5 
And as a dying Pledge of my laſt Love, 2 
Take a, y all thy 7 Prayers could never charm, 

Farewell, Angels protect ee. 

LEE“ 4 og, - 


In taking Leave 
Thro' the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at ev'ry Glance, 
Still looking back, as if ſhe had a Mind 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Soul behind ber] 


Ibid, 


For ever gone! for ever rted from me 1 
O Theodefius ! till this cruel Moment, apy 
I never-knew how tenderly 1 Tor'd thee!  . © 0 
But on this everlaſting Separation, * 
Methinks-my Soul has left me, and my Tine 9" 
Of Diſſolution” points me to my Grave. * ; 


Methinks I part, 
As Souls are ſever d from wet wee — 
To wander i . the bleak and deſart Air. 


Lus's Ceſar Bayia; | 
22 


Where am 17 * I —_ "midſt Inchantment, | 
And never more ſhall find the Way to Reſt. * 
But, O Monimia ! art thou indeed reſol “d 
To puniſh me with everlaſting Abſence ? ? 
Why turn'ſt thou from me? I'm alons alreatly !' | 
Methinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, 


Sighing to Winds, and to the Seas complainin oy 
Whillt afar off the Veſſel ſails _ g2 
Where all the Treaſure of my embark' d! 

Wilt thou 8 Oh! oc thoſe Eyes due 
I ſhould know. all, for Love is pregnant in wem! f 


They ſwell, they preſs their Beams 3 
- g 


— 


— 
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Wilt thou not ſpeak ? If we muſt part for ever, 

' Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 

And pleaſe myſelf with, while my Heart is breaking, 
, OTwaY's Orphen. 


. 

Wilt thou begone? Tis not near Day: 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful Hollow of thy Ear, 
Nightly on yond Pomegranate-tree ſhe fings : 
Believe me, Love ! 'twas the Nightingale 

Oh ! 'twas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn: - 
No Nightingale : | 
I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and die. 

Let me be taken: Let me ſuffer Death: 

I am content, ſo thou wilt have it co: 

By Heav'n, yond Grey is not the Morning's Eye ; 
But the Reflection of pale Ciatbia 's Brightneſs : 
Nor is it the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat 
So high, and echo in the Vault of Heaven. 

I'm all Defire to ſtay ; no Will to go. 

How is't, my Soul ? Let's talk, it is not Day. 
Oh! 'tis! itis! Fly hence! Away, my Marins: 
It is the Lark l And out of Tune e ſings, rn 
With grating Diſcords, and unpleaſin ainings ! 
Some ſay — and l m Toad change 

yes: } N 
Now I could wiſh they had chang'd Voices too; 
Or that a Lethargy had fſeiz'd the Morning, 
And ſhe had ſlept, and never wak'd again, 
To part me from th' Embraces of my Love: 
What ſhall become of me when you are gone? 

The Gods . heard our Vows, knew our 

. wt 
Will ſure take Care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee. 
Upon my Knees I'll aſk them every Day, 
How my Lavinia does; and every; Night, 
In the ſevere Diſtreſſes of my Fate, 
As I perhaps ſhall wander thro' the Deſart, 


And 
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And want a Place to reſt my weary Head on, 
I'll count the Stars, and bleſs them as they ſhine, © 
And court them all, for my Lawinia's Safety, 
O Baniſhment ! eternal aniſhment !! 
Ne'er to return ! Muſt we ne'er meet again ? Is 
My Heart will break ! I cannot think that Thought, 
And live |: Could I but ſee to the End of Woe, X 
There were ſome Comfort: nnr. 
Is ev'n inſupportable to Thought: : 
It cannot be that we ſhall part for ever. 
Indeed it cannot, — ' 
Once more I'll boldly claim Lavinia mine, 
Whilſt happieſt Men ſhall envy at the — 
And Poets write the Wonders of our Love. | 
I know not what to fear, or hope, or think, A 
Or ſay, or do: I cannot — [ / 
A thouſand Things would, to this Purpoſe, ſaid, 
But ſharpen, and add Wei do anti x 4 
Oh! —— find out Things - | 
To talk to thee for ever |—— ** 
We ought to ſummon all * i 
The Spirit of ſoft Paſſion up, to chear 17 
Oor Hearts, thus labouring with ce Fung of aring 
But doſt thou think we e'er ſhall meet 
I doubt it not, and all theſe Woes ſhall 
For ſweet Diſcourſes in- our CO to _ 
Alas I have an ill defignin gning Soul Fa) on 
Methinks I ſee thee, now th ou'r from my, Arms, T 
Like a ftark Ghoſt, wi Hoerer — 1 | 
Either my Eyeſight fails, or thou look'ſt pale. 
And truſt me, Love, in my Eye ſo doeſt thoa : 
1 r 
a! Is he gone? L uſba „Friend, 
1e e Day. 
Oh ! by this Reckoning I muſt be moſt o 87 : 
Eer I again behold my Mars. 1 
Gone too already ! - e n 
T had not yet imparted half my Soal, | Wy 


„ 


1 
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Not a third Part of its fond jealous Fears; 

But I'll purſue him for't, and be reveng d; 

Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Heart 

Shall make it tingle as his Life were ſtung ; 

Nay too— FH. love him, never, never leave him; 
13 a Child, and reſolute as Man. 

; OTwar's Cains Marin. 


There“ ſuch ſweet Pain in parting, 
That I could hang for ever on thy rms, IE dank 
And look away my Life into thy Eyes. Bid. 


| For when thou art gone, 
The World to me is Chaos: Yes, Teraminta ! 
So cloſe the everlaſting Siſters wove us, 
That when we part, r of both muſt crack 
LIE'/ Lucius Junius Brutus. 


Since we muſt part, Oh!] ſnatch-yourſelf away! 

Or I ſhall die wi g rings | Yet we ſhall meet, 
In ſpite of Sighs we ſhall, at „ in Heaven 

O Teramiata = more to my Heart! 


Once to my Lips, ever to my Soul! Ibid. 
"Oh! for one 144 this Pull, I Hegrt- 
© - Strings 
Farewell forever? * A e Dia. 
Parting's worſe than Death: "Tis Deathiof Love: 
The Soul and Body part not with ſuch Pain, 
As I from you. '.DrxvDen's Spaniſh Friar, 


Methinks, already in ſome barbarous WA... 
Like a benighted Traveller I walk, 
Viewing with. wat'ry Eyes the ſinking Sun, 
And Night difj lay! ying her ſad Enfigns round; 
No friend] s near me * All before 
A horrid Maze my out a Guide 


Death, 
To chear my . r Dopura * ens. 
2 5 
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Darkneſs, and everlaſting Horror round me! 
Ou! wilt awer return to glad my Soul Cl! 
= SoUTHERN's Legal Brother, 


Why do yoo. wave your Hand, and warn the . 
n 
Come back, O ftay ! my Life flows after you! 


So looks the Conde 
When e Th, 's.no Hope of en 


Sternly, like; you, the Top the Victim: eee, 


And like me, the Wretch deſpairing _ 
Darpen' 5 and EZ Duke of * 
I've ſworn — ſee more: N : 


I go! a laſt —— nes. > hr, | 

Farewell for ever I Ah! Gui, tho“ now. eren. 

In the bright Orbs. d us by, our Fates, 

Our Souls ſhall meet.— Farewell, and 7»; ſing . 

Where = — no State Crime the happier 
prove, 


bel eee eee 


Since then the Gods and thou wilt have it ſo 9, 
Go ! (can I live; once more to bid thee!) Go, . 
Where thy he Gods thy os, d thy 5 % yl 
Go where the e. haye 41 
Go from my * but never 1 my And! 

_ Darpun's Abi tad Bs, 


My Epeswo'n los the ht of thee, © 11% 
But languiſh after thine, and ach with ang p 
7 „en Venice Prejeru'd. 
* a VO 9 24 
Now would I ſpeak the lan Farewel,. bet cn 
It would be ſtill Farewel; à thouſand times, 8 
And multiphzsd in ann 


13 88 WH 
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Aud be ien fider ren; if lad: dete 
ann dumb Pomp of Grief. 
DzxryDen's Don Sebaſtian. 


Where'er 1 kalen that ſhall ſtay with thee : 
'Tis but my Shadow that I take away. 
Dzypen's King Arthur. 


Honr's lnouy how ink 1 outs from thee ! 
So from the Seal is ſoften'd Wax disjoin'd ! 
So from the Mother Plant, the tender Rind ! 
| Dx YpEn's Love Triumphant, - 


As when the Sun is down, 
His Light is clipp'd into a,thouſand Stars ; 
So your ſweet Image, tho you ſhine not on me, 
Will gild the Horror of the Night, and make 


| SEAALPE ſolitary Grief, 0 Bl, 


To die and part 
Is a leſs Evil : But to part and live ! 


There, there's the Torment 
Lansbown's Heroick N 


As one who fears to die, but is 3 

Still ſtrives to rrifle Time with idle T | 

801 

As T approach th Precipice's Brink, 

So hs, ſo 195 appears the Depth 

I fear parting is wo Dances 

To both, and will to both bring certain Death, 
| Ibid. , 

Oh! 'tis impoſſible in 115 to | 

With what we love. | * * Ibid. 


'Tis better thus that we Bs 8 * 
Feed on each other's Heart, devour our, Woes | 
* mutual Appetite and mingling in A 


\ 
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One Cup the common Stream of both our Ey es! 
Drink bitter Draughts with never . TRAY | 
* wen than for any Cauſe to part 

©» CoNnGREVE's Moaraing Bride, 


To die, is acthing but to ceaſe from Pain! 
For all the Shade and Darkneſs of the wal 
Is to be ſever'd from Ai Eyes ! 
That, only that's the laſt convulſive Ns * 


The Separation of the Soul and Body! | + + 
Oh! my Armida! mult,” muſt we thus divide #-- 
No, no, like Life, Fil hold thee faſt; _ 941 


Nor ſhall the Hand of Death unlock my Graſp. 
Thus claſp'd in Folds of everlaſting Love; 
No Force can break the Circle of our Arms! 
But *tis our Fate, Armida! we muſt . 
If I ſtay longer; I ſhall never go. | 
O Rodamond ! hom en I bear thoſe killing Words bi 
Stay till my Sighs and Tears make Rae * Z 
To pity and reverſe thy —_ thy cruel Fate! | 


The. Guilt of every Star! F 
Eicon, Generous c. 
| . + 3 077 DO ” 
„Tia Death to + wich chee bur for a Momen: + 
That Moment: ſure will break my Heart: of 
Ho dolefully 2 — 9 Denim!“ 
A if in thee, 7 ad - 
* ene Naa. 


| ' My Joy, Coupe. Ah; SIE 
U chat was left hf Life fleets 'nfterithee 1-1; 1 
aching Sight hangs on thy partin Beauties 10 
Thy lovely Eyes all drown'd in Floods of Sorrow ! 
So ſets the ſinking Suh beneath the Waves, 
And leaves the I raveller. in pathleſs; Woods 
Benighted 20 forlorn: Thos with ſad Eyes, 


4 841 , e 7 x 
Logs * "i 
"ON IT 
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Wieſtward he turns to mark the Light's Decay, 
Till having loſt the laſt faint Glimpſe of Day, $' 
Chearleſs | in Donne he parlygs his Way, 11» | 

Rowe'; — 


| | I wack with thee 
As Wretches that are doubtful of hereafter, 
Part with their Lives, TRE, loch and Null. 
And trembling at Fu aturity. | 4. 


There is I L ee fad ae, 
I hat tells me I ſhall never ſec thee more: 
If it be ſo, this is Gur laſt Fare well, 


And theſe the parting Pangs which "EL 

NET —— n 24 
Bene, Fain Penicer.. | 
r 


Perhaps to meet no more | . 'tis handy + 
So. hard, that I have need of all my Courage 
And manly; . ſu . Thought. 
Short have our Meetin E * x 
By 2 — * 
And murder'd by the — 0 of 5 —— 
Su ch as ſad Spirits Lande, * 
10 viſit the lov'd: mire; Fee 
Permitted for — 1 round em. 
But quickly warn d away. Vet even they go: 
With leſs Regret than I. when at the Dawn | 
They lag behind, and fain would longer tay, 
Till ſick' ning at he Mom's unwelcome Ray, | 
By Force mac = to Fate, and lingring leave the 
a (607 4G 22 181224156 aida WW 
Pute. 16 200 0: Dans! T eee 1 
| EVE i ad d guten ods way 2 
Lire wicheut ches! erg bb 
As well thou NES deſire me to : 
My m_ n and wich without my Life, 
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Tho dying Miſers, with far leſs: 8 lo” 3,4 
Forſake their Lands and Bags of hoarded Gold; | 
Yet, Madam, even in this I will obey. , 

But when I'm parted from you, think O think | 
The Image of your Charms is ſtill before me ! 
And- when I dee if any Sleep can cloſe 

My weeping Eyelids, then my buſy Fancy 
Preſents to me in Dreams your lob d Iden; 


* 
* 


And then reflect what Pangs I muſt —— Gall k 8 
What melancholy Days, and reſtleſs de, 1 | 
When J conſider your relentleſs Heart, cn J 
And my own loſt Condition- Did. 


Sinee Fate divides then, ſince I muſt loſe thee, 
For Pity's Sake, for Love's, Oh ! ſuffer me, 
Thus languiſhing, thus dying, to a ach thee, 
And ſigh my lait Adieu u N 029 adi 
Permit me 2 to fold r 
To preſs thee to my Heat. to to tafle oh y Sweets; ' 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy in "Delight > | 
2 for my laſt of Moments, gaze upon thee, 
Thou beſt, 22 only Joy, thou Toll Sms ee f 
For ever I could liſten, but the Gods E 
The cruel Gods forbid, and thus they, part us. W 
Remember, O remember me, Telamac has! 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me, hut no Matter; 
I will be true to thee, preſerve thee ever, Say 
The ſad Companion of this faithful Breaſt, _ . 
While Life and Thought remain ; and when at- 1 
1 eel FT cy Hand of Death prevail, | 
My Heart ftrings break, and all my Senſes fail, | 
III fix Wr Anh in my clofing Eye, 
Sigh rn Name, then lay me donn and dle. 
| Row UM. 
While thou art proforemy ſad Heart eme * 
ri: and gather Comfort from thy pe. 
Thy gentle Eyes ſend a quick'ning*Spirit,' /- 
And feed the —_ * of Lite within me. 
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But, oh! when-thou art gone. and my fond Eyes 

Shall ſeek. thee all around; bat ſeek in vain, _ 

What Power, what Angel, ſhall ſupply thy Place ! 

Shall help me to ſupport my — then, 

And ſave my Soul trom Death ! 2 
Role Es Rowe's Reya! Convert. 


Till you return I ſhall be deaf to Joy, 
As Adders are to Muſick ; pining Grief 2 | 
Will tell away the ſleepleſs Night with Turnings: 
I ſhall lie wiſhi for the Morning Light, 
Yet curſe its ſad Arrival when it comes, 
Becauſe it cannot ſhew me 4thelweld. BIG 
dup tt Hir Fair Incorftant. 


n The Hand of Fate | 
Has torn thee from me, and I muſt forget thee ! 
Quick let us part! Perdition's in thy Prefence, 
And Horror dwells about thee. A. "hag. 
Deſtruction ſtands betwixt us, we muſt part. 
Name not = dah my frighted Thoughts run 
| ack, 1 
And ſtartle into Madneſs at the Sound ! | 
Oh! ſtop thoſe Sounds 
Thoſe killing Sounds ! Why doſt thou frown upon me:? 
My Blood runs cold, my Heart forgets to heave, 
And Life itſelf goes out at thy Diſpleaſurk ! 
To my Confuſion and eternal Grief, 
I muſt approve the Sentence that deftroys me : 
The Miſt that hung about my Mind clears up: 
And now a-thwart the Terrors that thy Vow 
Has planted round thee? thou appear'ſt more fair, 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy Charme! * 
Lovelieſt of Women ! Heav'n is in thy Soul, 
Beauty and Virtue ſhine for ever round thee, 
Bright'ning each other! Thou art all divine! | 
Portius, no more! thy Words ſhoot thro? my Heart, 
Melt my Reſolves, and turn me all to Love 


- 


Why 
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Why are thoſe Tears of Fondneſs in thy Eyes 1 
Why heaves, thy Heart? Why, ſwells thy Soul with 
Sorrow: 
It ſoftens me too much Farewell, my Porting 1 
Farewell, tho' Death is in the Word, for ever ! 
Thus o'er the dying Lamp th" unſteady F e 
Hangs quivering on à Point, leaps off by Fits. 
And falls again, as loth to quit its Hold! | 
Thou muſt not go my Soul ſtill hovers oer be, | 
And can't get looſe ! 
'Tis true, unruffled and ſerene, I've met 
The common Accidents of Life! But kite on 
Such an unlook'd for Storm of Ils fall on me. 6 
It beats down all my Strength, I cannot bear it, | 
We muſt not part! RI 
What doſt thou ſay Not ban a | 
Haſt thou forgot the Vow that I've made? 
Are there not Heav'ns, 'and Gods, and Thunder 
rennen 
F arewell! and know thou wrong'ſt me, if Won chink'l, 
Ever was Love, e or ever Grief ike mine! f 
f App1gon% Cato 


Can Soul * Body parted 4 remain 1 
Alive in that unnatural Separation, N 
When one twin Plant is blaſted dy the Winds, 
Will not the other ficken at its Loſs, e 
And in its Partner's Abſence ſoon decay. 

| Brcxinenaz 5 hes 
| 1 2 

* Oh had he ever lov'd 55 6 have thought. . | | 
The worſt of Tortures Bliſs, to filent parting. | 
Condon! ; 2 ar in | Bop. 


SS ww 


* 


* Bend not hy Eyes upon me - as prongs 

Nor with convulſive Catches graſp me thus; 

E parting Pan! is big with more than Death. 
Not look on thee ! —— 


N z I have 
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J have no other Uſe, alas, for Sight, © 

No other Office for my trembling Limbs, ' 

But thus to ftrain em in thy dear Embrace, i 

Ev'n with ſuch Strugglings as a ſhipwreck'd Wretch 

Leaves the laſt floating Fragment he can graſp, 

In that ſad Moment, when with lifted Eyes 

He recommends: his parting Soul to Heaven, 

As I muſt thee to all the Angels now. 
4 1 © © BBLLERS's Injured Innocence. 


Can you ſo eafily pronounce—Farewel, 
When that Farewel may be perhaps—for ever? 
O can you leave me thus? 
Methinks our parting ſhould affect the World, 
And Nature ſympathize with Griefs like ours. | 

"4; Havard's King Charles I. 


* Now my beſt Martia, take my laſt Embrace; 
Nay, this untimely Tenderneſs unmans me 
Be more yourſelf and hear me ſay farewel : 
I leave thee with this Trath—1I have not Words 
To ſpeak thy Worth, nor to deſcribe my Love; 
Th' Extremity of Grief I feel at parting, 
Is the beſt Parallel to reach them both !—— 
Farewell—for ever now adieu the World. nf 
Heere Regular.) 
* Did'ſ thou ſay pot ?—O where is Reſolution ?— 
Where now the ſtedfaſt Purpoſe of my Soul, 
Which, at thy lov'd Command had arm'd my Heart ? 
Sunk into Tremblings, into Sighs and Tears ;— 
I cannot bear the Trial. O my Hoſband | 


: . 


| ibid. 
20 my Fair, I cannot bid thee go: 
| Receive her, and protect her, gracious Heaven! - 


1 


ver 


* 


- 
„ 
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Yet let me watch her dear Steps, 
If Fate purſues me, let Bn lg by 3 
- if not Greece, a Lover's fond Delays, 
Nor think thy Cauſe neglected while I 
New Force, new Courage, from each Glance gain, 
And find our rao not infus d in vain. 

* 8. Jounson' Jene. 


hay; my Love, my Deareſt, dying Lord! 
Ah whither would'ſt thov go? Ah, do not leave me ! 
Alas, I'll haſten to attend our Flight, 

And Nature gives Conſent we ſhould not part. 

I feel each ty for Fate prepare, 
And my quick + would fain ſet out before you. 
O precious Pang .O dear Diſtreſs —ftill cloſer 
To thy quick throbbing Heart det mine complain, © 


| TAY labouring Boſom breathe my laſt. _ 
Jongs's A * 
. 7 A R TY. 1% $695 7%" 


. Tis you, my Lord, to whom the many Thou- 
1 * 


ands, 
That b the barbarous Sword of Civil War - 
Had fallen inglorious, owe their Lives; to you 
The Sons of this fair Iſle, from her firſt Peers 
Down to the Swain who tills her golden Plains, 
Owe their ſafe Homes, their foft domeſtic Hours, 
And thro' late Time Pofterity ſhall bleſs you, 
You who advis'd this Willk—I bluſh to think 
I have ſo long oppos'd the beſt good Man 2 
In Sicih— With what impartial Care | 
Ought we to watch o'er Prejudice: and :Palion, 1 24 
Nor truſt much the jaundic'd Eye of Party 4 , 
Henceforth its vain Deluſions I renounce, 55 
Its hot Determinations, that confine 
All Merit * all Virtue to itſelf. 


N 4 +0 


/ 


— 


To yours I join my Hand; with you will own 


Party ſhou'd tremble, where a Monarch rules ? 
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No Intereſt and no Party but my Country. 
Tuoursox ', Tancred and Sigi/munda, 


* Thou fell Provoker of Reproach ! 
There will be Parties; and there muſt be Kings : 


And he, who beſt can curd, was form'd to rei 
Hi 5 „ 


PASSIONS. 


— 


Now by Heaven "1 
My Blood begins my ſafer Guides to rule, 
200 Paſſion having my beſt Judgment choler' d, 


Aſſays to lead the Way. | 
SHAKESPEAR's O. f, 


| Paſiions without Power, 


Like Seas againſt a Rock , but loſe their Fury. 


Dzexnan's Sago 
Paſſions, like raging Storms, grow loud and high, 


When n re moſt oppos d. 


Ho wand s Viftal 7 irgin. 


Theſe Starts are the Convulfions of weak Reaſon, 
When Fits of Paſſion grow too ſtrong upon y 


They may be tam'd, and brought from their . 


And wine d by Reaſon with Gentleneſs.  . Jbid. 


I lie as open to the Guſt of Pon, » 
As the bare Shore to every beating Surge. 
Du vos n's Marriage Alamede. 


'Padions, like Seas, will have their Ebbs and 
Flows. : Lez's Mexander. 


Clear 
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Clear me, ye Gods ! and fix oy eee 
To this one View, leſt I miſtake all Meafure, 
And run to Madneſs ! Les's Mithridates. 


O man me, Reaſon, with my utmoſt Force, 
Or Paſſion, with the dreadful Starts it makes, 


Will ſoon divorce my Soul from this weak Body | 
| Ai. 


I'm all Fire ! ! My Paſſion eats me 9 | 
It grows incorporate with my Fleſh and Blood * 
My Pangs redouble now they cleave my Heart ! 
III. r ig 
My Heart rebell'd | 


Anſt itſelf; my Thoughts were W 
ali in a Roar e Same 1. a Storm! 

My Reaſon and my Faculties were wreck'd ! 
The Maſt, the Rudder, and the Tackling gone, 
My Body like the Hull of ſome loſt Veſſel, 


Beaten and tumbled with my rolling F ears! 
Lzte's Lacins F untus Brutus, 


Love, Lg Pity, Nature, and Revenge, 
Have kin N a Wild fire in my Breaſt! 
And I'm ivil War within: 

And like a 2 Velde ſtruggling in a Storm, 


uire mor * one to ſteer me upright. 
1 Daros . . 


Ourreflefs Paſſions, like Tempeſts on the Main, 
Drive Reaſon from the Guidance of our Lives, 


And leave us . # barb'rous Coaſt. 
. SOUTHBRN's ga Brother. 


And whom the Mind a violent . * 


Of that Diſturbance too the Soul par | , 
Cold Sweats. bedew the Limbs, ny 4A oy AE, 


The Tongue begins to falten, Speech w fall 2 
| Ng | The 


| dee 
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The Ears are flbd wich Noiſe, the 


And focble Shakings {cize on every Li im | 
HiccoN's Generous Conguerer, 


Our Paſſions always fatal Counſels give, 
Thro' a fallacious Glaſs our ent n 
Still greater than they are. bid. 


When headſtrong Paſſion gets the Reins of Nes. 
The Force of — amb like too ſtrong a Gale, 
For want of Ballaſt, overſets the Veſſel: 585 
Then he's capricious, humorous as the Wind ; 
Deaf and inexorable as a Storm 
But ftrait he cools, and finks into a Calm, 

As mild and humble as a Child correfted'; 
am and eee, 


= 
. 


Views, tho , our r Paſſons 2 
When with oh Pallions wo 125 noble hs 
'Tis glorious wo n=, and V to f. 
Paſſions in Men e op d are doubly ſtro 
| . ee. 
I firuggle like the Prieftfs with a God, 
With that oppreſſing God ad works her Soul. 
Dar Claamenei. 
Great Nature, break ay Chain that links to: 
The Fabric of his C Globe, wy make a Chaos, 
Like that within my Soul 0 Heaven unkind . 


That giv'ſt us Paſſions ſtrong and unconfin d, 
Aud leav'ft us Reaſon for a vain Defence, 

1 powerful Rebels, and too weak a Prince. 
* Love . 
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My rifing Soul rains to a higher Pitch, | 
Than e'er it reach'd till now | Revenge and Love, 
Fury and Jealouſy, and Thirſt of Honour, 

All rage and roll within my troubled Mind, 


And work the Tempeſt high 


Horzzs's Pyrrhus. 


I burn, I burn! the Storm that's in my Mind, 
Kindles my Heart like Fires provok'd by Wind ; 
Love and Reſentment, Wiſhes and Diſdain, . 
Blow all at once, like Winds that plow the Main, 

Lansbown's B i bn. a 


Words may be counterfeit, 
Falſe com'd, and current only from the Tonges 
Without the Mind: But Paſſion's in the Soul, 

And always ſpeaks the Heart. 
 SouTHERN's Fatal de, 


Oh ! the has Paſſions which outſtrip the Wind, 
And tear her Virtues up, as Tempeſts root 
The Sea.—— ConGREVE's Mourning Bride. 


Great Souls by mightieſt Paſſions are tormented. 
Dznnis' Rinaldo and Armids. 


Pardon 3 diſtemper'd Soul, that ſwellss 
With ſudden Guſts, and finks as ſoon in Calms, 
The Sport of Paſſions! | App180M 7 Cate 


He's generous, grateful, afable and br ve, 
But 2 knows no Limit to his Paſton 3 
The T -beaten Bark is not ſo toſs d. 
As is his when thoſe Winds ariſe. $1 

. YounG's Bufrin. 


* — 


© Palion ub 8 3 
In Preſence of the Innocent, is Infult* © | 
| . Derr Cæſar in r. 


* Paſſion's 
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L Paſſion's deaf to Reaſon ; and when we feel 
Affliction's Hand bear down with Weight upon us, 
We look not whence directed; nor examine 

If through Deſign or Chance the Blow proceeded. 
Er. Haywood's D. of Brunſwick, &c; 


What dreadful Havock in the human Breaſt 
The Paſſions make, when uncofifin'd, and mad, 
They burſt unguided by the mental Eye, 

The Light of Reaſon, which in various Ways 
Points them to Good, or turns them back from III! 
O ſave me from the Tumult of the Soul! 
From the wild Beaſts within ?— For circling Sands, 
When the RY whelms them o'er the 
| 8 3 | 

The roaring Deeps that to the Clouds ariſe, 
While through the Storm the darting Lightning flies ; 
The Monſter-brood to which this Land gives Birth, 
The blazing City, and the gaping Earth ; 
All Deaths, all Tortures, in one Pang combin'd, 
Are gentle to the Tempeſt of my Mind. | 

| Tnourson' Sophoniiba. 


5 * Why ſhould we pretend 
To conquer Nations, and to rule Mankind, 
Pre-eminent in Glory, Place, and Power, | 
While Slaves at Heart? While by fantaſtic 
Our frantic Paſſions reign? This very Thought 
Should turn our Pomp to Shame, diſgrace our 

whey yo * | 
And, when the Shouts of Millions rend our Ears, 
Whiſper Reproach,—O ye Celeſtial Powers : 
What is it, in a Torrent of Succeſs, 
To overflow the World ; if by the Stream 
Our own enfeebled Minds are borne away 
From Reaſon and from Virtue ? Real Glory 
Springs from the filent Conqueſt of ourſelves ; 


And 


Ky 
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And without that the Conqueror is nought „„ 
But the 2 Metin EN 
Tuourson', Sophoniſta.. 


* The Waves, FEY by a tempeſtuous Wind, 
Play for awhile, even when the Storm's at Reſt ; 
Then, by b they ſink into a Calm. 

| MAgTYN' 5 Tollen. 


How eaſy are we led b by blinded: Paſſion, 4 1 
To fancy, what we with the You, muſt md 
* 5 Nr 


0 When to Paſſions you give up 
(The treacherous Favourites of a _ — h 
And fondly liſten to each light Surmize, 
To every trifling Rumour they ſhall whiſper z 
Nature at once itarts up in Self-defence, 
And ſcorns the flavidh Tye of ſuch 8 . 
Ibid. 


* Thoſe Hearts, that ſtart at ance into a Blaze, 
And open all their Rage, like Summer Storms 
At once diſcharg'd, grow N again, and calm. 


OENSON's Nada. 

c 

To govern the wild Sallies of the Mind, | we 

Never returning Ill, for what their Pans 

8 an Ill, but in the Balanes 
oly Truth ww _ OE and Deed. 


. What is human Wen #21 
When th' intemp'rate Heat of Paſion blinds 4 . 
The Eye of Reaſon, and commits her Guidanca 

To headlong Raſhneſs ; he direfs her Steps 

Wide of Succeſs, to Error's pathleſs Way, mf" 


nd Diſi 
0 Rr Haran s King Charks I. 
* Some- 
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_ * Sometimes a Paſſion ſeems wo operate | 
Almoſt in Contradidtion to itſelf; WA 


As oft it its Oppoſite in Play 

To ſtrive, and bear full hard apon its Rule. 

Fear runs a-breaft with Hope ! and Love, we know, 
Is ever follow'd cloſe by Jealouly : | 
And only changes to the felleſt ate! 

A trembling end m_ waits 

ay baun Joys! | Tine r earls, 


| * Exalted Souls 
Him Paſſions i in Proportion violent, 
Reſiſtleſs, and tormenting : They're a Tax 
Impos'd by Nature on Pre-eminence, 


And Fortzads, and Wiſdom muſt ſupport them. 
Kor mate 4 Elmerick. 


PATIENCE. 


Ceaſe thy Counſel, 

Which falls i into mine Ears, as profitleſs 
As Water in a Sieve ; give not me Counſel, 
Nor let no-Comfort elſe delight mine Ears, 
But ſuch a one whoſe Wrongs do ſuit with mine. 
Bring me a Father that ſo loy'd his Child. 
Whoſe Joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
: And bid km of Patience © 

Meaſure his Woe, the Length and Breadth of mine, 
And-letit bafwor on Strain for Strain 
As thus for thus, and ſuch a Grief for ſuch, 
In every Lineament, Branch, Shape and Form : 
If 4 4 one will ſmile. —.— his Beard, : 
And halloo; cry ! when he would _ 
Patch Grief with Proverbs, make Misfortune drunk, 
With Candle Waſters : Bring him yet to me, 0% 
And I of him will gather Patience, 
But there is no ſuch Man : For Brother, Men 
un 9 to that Grief 


Which 


* 
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Which they themſelves don't feel ; wing, 
Their Counſel turns to Paſſion, Which before 
Would give preceptional Medicine to Rage, a 
Fetter ſtrong Madneſs in a filken Thread, | 
Charm, Achs with Air, and Agony with Words: 1 7 
No, no, 'tis all Mens Office, to ſpeak Patience * 
To thoſe that wring under the Load of Sorrow 1 
But vo Man's Virtue, nor Saffictency, 
5 be fo moral, when be ſhall endure 
My Goh himſelf. Therefore give me no Counſel, 
riefs cry louder than Advertiſement. 
SHAKESPEAR's Mach ado about da. 


2 Wo muſt die By 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once, PF, 


I have the r to endure it now. 
| SHAKBSPBAR'. Tubu cn. 


134} Lot . what come may, Py 
rene TE PESTS | 
SHAKBSPEAR's 9 / 
The Night is long. 5 4 


I ? * 
1. 14 1 


| n Henceforth I'll bear Rs / 
ARiRion, till it doth rn itſelf 10 | 


Enon b, eno h, and 3 
: * "Gtugtereacts hg Leer," 


„ | { 


What Wound Moe REY | 
438 Kay een, 


Patience in Comands, i is tame Fear: 
But in brare Minds, a Scorn of what they bear. 
ieee Rowan, ; loan S. 


& | 


= 0 
* 
* ; 
* There 
- 
—- 
. 
- 


( 


w 
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There is between my Will, and all my Actions, 

A Guard of Patience. u, 5.4 
| Darn Troilus and Crefſida. 
I will bear it | 
With all the tender Suff rance of a Friend, 
As calmly as the wounded Patient bears, 
The Artiſt's Hand that miniſters his Cure. F 
dn ies Orwar' Orphan. 

I ſee thou haſt paſs'd Sentence on my Heart; 
And Il no longer weep, or plead againſt it: 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient Patience 


Meet. thy dear Hands, and kiſs them when they wound 
: me. OTwar's Venice Prejery'd. 


But Patience is the Virtue of an Afs, - 
That trots beneath his Burden, and is quiet. 
| Lanspown's Heroick Love. 
When did I complain, 
Or murmur at my Fate? ? 
I bore my Load of Infamy-with Patience, 
As holy Men do Puniſhments from Heav'n ; 


Nor thought it hard, becauſe it came from thee. 
Kos Fair Penitens 


Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, O my Soul ?_ 
For are not thy Tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs ? 
Do they not cover thee, like rifing Floods, 
And preſs thee, like a Weight of Waters, down 2. 


Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs aMiR thee ? 
And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ſay 


To Power Almighty, thou haſt done enough? 
Or bid his dreadful Hand of Vengeance, fray ? 
Wait then with Patience, till the cireling Hours: 
Shall bring the Time of thy appointed Reſt, 

And lay \ fo down in Death. The Hireling thus 


With Labour drudges out the painful Day, 


And 
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And often looks with long expecting Eyes, +, 
To ſee ame 975 miſsd. l wy 
n v5 3 T3 Sh \Rows's Jane Shere, - 


Patience ! thou Luwp of Ice! A Curſe of **. 
tience: | 
Preach Patience to the Ocean when it roars! ! | 
When Cities burn, climb to the Tops. of 1 
And thence preach Patience to the Wind born Flames ! 
Bid hoſtile Armies. ruſhing on to Blood, | 
Stand ſtill, and liſten to the Whine of Putience! ” 0 
But to name Patience-to a Love like mine, | 
Is to give taſteleſs Drops to Men in Fever! 
I'm on Fire within me, and the Streams 

far Rivers might run thro' me now. 


fail to Lange my —— J 
| LU's Fair ee 


„It was thy Patience, My frfe Patience, 
A Champion clad in Steel, that in the Waſte . 
Aneaded ſtill thy Step, and ſav'd my Friend 
For better Days. W at cannot Patience do! 
A great Deſign is ſeldom ſna:ch'd at once; 
"Tis Patience heayes it on, From Savage Nature, 
Tis Patience that has built up human Life, 
The Nurſe of Arts! and Rome exalts her Head 
An everlaſting Monument of Patience. 


Tuourson' 7 _ 


by Patience ! do you think 
The mangl'd Wretch, fixt to the torturing 7 
Amidſt convulſive Throes and 21 A ay 
Can think of Patience? = = = == = = = * 
A Mind at Eaſe; like yours, 


Diſplaying the + Filolopher and 


e Mosler | 


* The Ang e your Soul fare none can blame, 
Oppreſs'd wi fch a pond'row Weight of Sorrow; 
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But ſince was need you're bound to pay 
Patient Obedienee to the Will of -Heav'n, © 
Patience, in Time, the Senſe of Woe expels, 
* = ſucceeds, and Grief is loſt. | 
WanpzsrFoORD'; Fatal Love, 


. "Tis the uo the Wiſe and Gt 
To bear de Burden of their Woes with Patience. 
7 On. Jonnsox's Medea. 


® Patience ſat by bim in an Angel's Garb, 
And held rag eter gens hogs -ontent, 
of which quaff 
| | HavarD's King Charles I, 
* 9 Patience! Source of Peace and 
| Deſcend ; infuſe thy Spirit thro? my Breaſt ; 
That I may calmly meet the Hour of Fate, 
My Foes ire and triumph o'er their Hate. 
This Body let their Engines tear and grind: 
But let not all their Racks ſubdue my Mind. 
Marr . 


PATRIOT and PATRIOTISM. 


9 "Who would not bleed with Tranſport for bis 
it 
Tear every tender Paffion from his Heart, 
And greatly die to make a People hap 5 
Ought nat to taſte of Happineſs 
| Andi is low-foul'd indeed. — 


* * 


Tuour my 2 


1 ly Country ——— all, claims ev'ry Paſſion, 
Her Liberty henceforth be all my They” i 
Tho ith a Brother's 1 yet cheaply ught ; 


; 
fs 


FI 

| For 
1 . 

1 0 R 4 » 

px TY — 7 % 9 + % : Py " # % ' — 14 

= - - 


the Exo113u STAGE. 28g 


For her my own I'd-willingly reſign, - - q 
And ſay with Tranſport, thatithe Gain were mins. 
ſay #3 [ae & L dorm 


 » 


* 
Os | 


* 'Tis.not indulgin; private Jaclination, 
The ſelfiſh Paſſions, that ſuſtains the World, 
And Jends its Rulers Grace; no, it is nd thence 
That Glory 7 Pe d high immortal Deeds: 

The public the of others, ſtill 

Muſt Your fond Nature down, in him, who dares 

Aſpire to worthy Rule; imperious Hohour © © _ 

Sti 88 d lords it moſt. Mes 
| TromP30N's Agamemmon, 


. Dear as | then art,  whene'er our Country calls, 
Fs en ys Sires ſhould yield their e 


Nor — a Senſe beyoud the public Safety." 
Brooke's GHU AY 
Or 
Of private Paſſions all my Soul diveſt, bi , 
And take my dearer Country to my Breaſt. 
To public Good transfer each fond Deſire, N 
And claſp my Sweden on a Lover's Fire, i t. 
Well pleas'd, the Weight A all ber Burdens bear i. 
Diſpenſe all Pleaſure; Fahne. 
Still quick to find, to feel oy ple's Woes, | © 
And wake, that Millions may enjoy * 


| » To me; I know, Us Rain; 
But Pr to che Public, to the Ning. 
I will not reaſon, more, I will not Ii en " 
Even to the Voice of Honour. No 15 Gar 
1 here devote me for my Prince and 23 Doi 
Let them be ſafe, and ſet me nobly 4 
| Tx0Mes0N's/Tancred and od Sins. 


* The 
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The Lover's Ardour, the fond Parent's Care, 
The Huſband's:ſoft Endearments ſtrongly move; 
But when the Welfare of our Country calls, 
Theſe Paſſions ſet and the great Patriot ſhines, 
| Hava Regulus. 
Our Cqyntry's Welfare is our firſt Concern, 
And who promotes that beſt beſt proves his r 


Let none object the tender Calls of Wife, 
Of Children, Kindred, and intreating Friends; 
A Roman has no Property that weighs 
Againſt the Good, the Glory of his Country. 

* Yet, e'er I go, be thou my Witneſs, Heav'n, 
That no ſelf-flattering, no vain-glorious Thought, 
Has urg'd me, to devote myſelf for Rome: | 
No Hope to live in the World's Memory, 

The Marble, featur'd into Regulus, 

Th' eternizing Braſs, inſcnbing Fame; 

No, not the Wonder of a future Age. —— _ 

No Motive, ſtriking on the Pride of Man, 

No Oftentation ſwells within my Purpoſe, 

But undiſtinguiſh'd Benefit to all, | 

And my firſt, laſt, great Care my Country's Glory, 
n 


* His only Blot was this ; that, much provok' d, 
He rais'd his vengeful Arm againſt his Country. - 
And lo ! the righteous Gods have now chaſtis'd him, 

v'n, by the Hands of thoſe for whom he fought. 
hatever private Views and Paſſions plead, 
No Cauſe can juſtify fo black a Deed : 
Theſe when the angry Tempeſt clouds the Soul, 
May darken Reaſon, and her Courſe controul; 


7 | But 
1 


FF 


- 
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But when the Proſpe& clears, her ſtartl'd Eye _ 13 | 
Muſt from the treach'rous Gulph with Het ny | 
On whoſe wild Wave, by ſtormy Paſſions toſt, - 
So many hapleſs Wretches have been loſt. 
Then be this Truth the Star by which we ſteer, 
Above ourſelves our Counrey Huld be dear. © 


* N Cerialamn. 


* 'A Patriot Soul, 3 21 1077 
Can feel no humbler Ties, nor knows the Voice 
Of Kindred, when his Country claims his Aid, | 
WHITEHEAD's Roman Father. 


| * For all Connections elſe, 
All private Duties are ſubordinate, | 
To what we owe the Public. Partial Ties 
Of Son, and Father, Huſband, Friend, or. Brother, 
Owe their Enjoyments to the public Ns 
And "RIA that Were vain.— 4 


" ray 


— —— — — 


; be e | 
No Hopes, no Fears, but for his . 
And in her N loſes er Woes. 


: * a 4 
N 11 177 3s 4 n 
- = - 


* Learn a e 2 n 

| The Patriot builds his Happineſs ; no Stroke, 

No keeneſt, deadlieſt, Shaft of adverſe Fate, 

Can make his generous Boſom quite deſpair, 

But that alone by which his Country falls. OP 1 9 

Grief may to Grief in endleſs Round ſucceed, 

And Natute ſuffer when our Children bleed: 

Vet ſtill ſuperior muſt that Hero prove, * + (Og A 

Whoſe firſt, beſt Paſſion i is his Couxrar 000%; | 


— 


* 4 
eo” 1 
= 
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Our ae FER may ruſt ; our idle Wat 
Hang by our Sides for Ornament, not Uſe: 
Children ſhall beat our Arabals and Drums; 

And all the noiſy Trades of War no more 
Shall wake the peaceful Morn: 
Nor ſhall Seba//:an's formidable — 


N eee . the fits, 
Den's Don 7 


The rogged Bukineſs of the War is over. 
„ Love Triumphant | 
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Since we thus meet) let noe dice me, 
If I demand the Im iment, why Peace, © 
Dear Nurſe of Arts! ſniould not in this beſt 
_ the fair World, lift up her lovely Viſage ? 

ad at. alas !- the Marks 75 2 N bſence 

the merry Chearer cart, 

Wider rund; Our Hedges, ſhooting wild, 
Like arelels Pris'ners, overgrown with Hair 
Thruſt fo forth diſorderd Twigs, Darnel, and Hemlock 
Root on our fallow, Lays, =. ſprin ing thick, 


Beneath their yours hide We * 4 Colrure. 
| | Hir 's King Henry V. 


* Calm Deeds that ——— the 0 yes 
And yet it equal Courage oft demands, 
To quell Injuſtice, Riot, factious Rage, 
Dark-working blind Courage)” Gita: 1 27 bold Dit 


As to confront the rigid Face of War. 
THOMPSON 's — 


#* Peace 


* 
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te “ Na „pes e has Sweets, "* | qm. 0 0 


That Hy bla he ver knew P it leeps on oe hunt 
Cull'a ad from beneath the Cherub's - 
Box: 5 — Vaſa. 
043. 03 92894 ge v1 587: $4) 4 
-.  * Long exce, I Gd, | N 
But nurſes * e ehe, r 
Licence War alone iN 
cy © nay... 20 den 0 Lee, al 
Mol ic 5 - 
1 8 


With liberal Hand, % wT* 
By her inſpir d the Flock-ſpread — wind 1 
The cultur'd Vale reſounds the F lo © 15 
And Plenty flows into che crouded Gate | 
Of the full-peopl'd City—— Who then, Peace, 
Top 97 3 8 8 20 Pg: would oo ths poſer 

0 ories Crimes of 

IM  * PaTzxSONs ee, 


0 beagtepus Peace : 
2 Union of a Stars [ 2 but = N 
ives 8 Stren a ory to a 
I bow, Lord 1 Lord Cont Peng the Snow. 1 5 
Of many Years ; yet in my Breaſt . N 105 
A youthful Flame. Methinks, I ſee a again 
Thoſe gentle Days renew d. that bleſs'd 1 1. 
Ere by this wafleful Fury of Divafion, 11" ji 
va than fan N moſt n Ru. 1 140 4.4 
t deſolated ſunk. I fee our Plains 
Unbounded waving with the Gifts, of Aw, * 0 
Our — 4... A Sons te throng d. our Buß "Ports" * 
With chearful T Our Fuga blooms | WING 


Afreſh the © OR ann Hybla Oy: e 


” 


1 
"IV 135% eee Gout: Het Od 
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Our Nymphs and Shepherds, ſporting in each V 
Inſpire new Song, and wake the paſtoral Reed. _ 
. nurse Jae 7 Sigi/munda. | 


. \ Give — give heakivg Peace to two brave 
Nations, 

Fatigu'd with War, and fick of cruel Deeds 15 
To carry on Deſtruction's eaſy Trade, | 
Afflict Mankind, and 2 the World with War, 
Is what each wicked, each ambitious Man 
Who lets his furious Paſſions looſe, ana do: 
1 8 — 28232 Torrents of Suc 

o Cc is Rage, and drop the — ing Sword, 
When a repenting People aſk it of avenging 


That is ho grommeciwanty.of a Gd. 
> Tuomneo icin. 


N Sy is the H/ W State of Man; 
War bis Corruption, his — — a | 
14. 


eres | 

TON» "OY lege ber ws revue RE ee 
In folewn Penance from th —_ * 
Before her certain Raſcal © 1 77 
Slaves in Authority, the Knaves oof Joftice 20 fob 
On either Side bet, march'd an ill-look'd Prieſt, | 
Who with ſevere, wich horrid haggard Eyes, 4 61.1 
Did ever and anon, by Turns upbraid her. | 
And thunder in her Gabin Ear Damnation: 
Around her numberleſs the Rabble flowWd . 
Should'ring each other, D þ n 
| Gaping an 's gazing, tauntin 
Some pitying ; but thoſe, 7 bow — * 
The moſt, ſuch iron Hearts we are, and ſuch 


The 
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The baſe Barbarity of Undnan Kind. 

With Inſolence and lewd Reproach purſu yk | 

Hooting and railing; and with villainous Hands, 

Gath'ring the Filth from out * common wag 

To hurl upon her Head: 

Submiſlive, ſad, and lowly was her Look ; 

A burning Taper i in her Hand ſhe bore ; 

And on her Shoulders carelefly confugd, 

With looſe Neglect, her lovely Treſſes hung : 7 
Upon her Cheek a fainting Fluſh was f read; 

Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with Pain, 

While barefoot, as ſhe trod the flinty Pavement, 

Her Footſteps all along were mark d with Blood: 

Vet ſilent i the paſs'd, and unrepiningg 

Her ſtreaming Eyes bent ever on the Earth, 

Except when in ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow, | 

To Heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent Zeal to raiſe em, 

And beg that Mercy, Man deny'd her here. 

Rows” s Jane Shore. 


PERSECUTION. 


® Since by ruling Wiſdom (who l 
Unmeant, does nought) Men are ſo various made, 
So various turn'd, that in Opinions, they 
Muſt blindly think, or take a different — 
In ſpite of Force, fince Judgment will be 
Then let us in this righteous Mean agree, bl | V4 
Let holy Rage, let Perſecution ceaſe ; N 
Let the Head argue, but the Heart be Peace; 

Let all Mankind in Love of what is right, 

N In Virtue and Humanity unite, 

J. Tnoursox' Edward and Fwd 


* „ That, crown'd, in this new World, . 
Religion may erect her holy Throne, 
Is what, with ardent Zeal, my Soul defires ! 
| Let Heav'n and Spain find here no fujurp Fe 
ke Vor. II. 


2% "The BREAUrI * of | 


Vet ne'er did Perfccution's Offipting/thtive : | 

For the ford Heart, ſubmitting, ſtill 75%. 

Reaſon gains all Men, by c —_— „ none, 

Mercy was always Heaw'n's poiſh'd Mark: 

Aud he, * * N it not, has no Friend 'there. 
| Hr Here. 


PERSBVERANCE. 9 


An „He who les 
In War or Peace; who his gre pve yields, 
He is the only Villain of 255 Woll 
But he who laboure rm and gains his Point, 
Be what it will, which crowns him with Bucceſs, 
He is the, Son of Fortune and of Fame; ö 


By thoſe admir'd, thoſe ſpetious Villains moſt, 


That elſe hog bellow'd out Reproach againſt Kit 
 THOMPSON's Ren 


. Perſeverance is a Rowan Virtue, 
That wins each Godlike Act, and plucks Succeſs 
n om as n our Creſt o rugged Pan 


300 Harun R 


— 41 


reset, 


* How charming is divine Philoſophy ! 
Not harſh and crapbed, as dull Fools "oy 
But muſical as is les Late, 

And a perpetual Fea of nectard Sweets, 
Where no rg Im ens. | 


| . Cum. 
Ons Hanser colds no | 
9% idle S8 ax th ns: 
Beer and Ebndüt of all Tocial Life . 
Is her great I Not in lonely Cells 


WTR lutks, . e 


v 


we * 
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To Senates and to Kin ii their CO: 

And teach them to refor eſs. Mankind, * . . /. 

All Policy but her's is Falſe, and rottan : Nin 

All Valour not conducted by her: $1:94 465] 

Is a deſtroying Fury ſent. — Hell, 

To plague anbappy Man, and ruin Nstzons 
2 Tons“ ; rr 


PHYSICIAN. 


He has no Faith. in Phyſick : He does ink,” 
Moſt of your Doctors axe the greater Danger 
And worſe Diſeaſe t eſcape. ——— 

— | Their Fees 
He 00 buch He fays they I.” 15 
Before they A we, * 
And then they o it by Eugerimant. di a ia if 
For Which the Law: nat only doth abſolve \ 2h 
But gives them great Reward, and he is loch 

Te Ho his Death ſo— They KHE 

With as much Licence as a Judge. 
For he but kills, Sir, where the Law condemns, FA 
And theſe can lf him too; 'F 6 ali altos tart: 
dx. Jonnson's Faſjent. 


The RES: + gave the cuſtomary 8 
Of Fi © SS wang hs yo Heads, | 
; 100 to rame they cou'd not me 5 
wk SEWER” 5 Sir Walter Aub. 55 


| PIT Y. 


| Pity is de Vines ef de lav, 145 0 f: 
And none bat May uſe it cruelly. 
er Times Ld 4 


7 
02 


= 


* 

* 
Nay more: 
* | 


* 
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Our Hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful, , 
And Pity to the general Wrong of Re / 

(As Fire drives out Fire, ſo Pity, Pity) 

Hath done this Deed to Ce/ar. 


SHAKESPEAR's Julius Ceſar. 


Lfind a Pity hangs upon his Breaſts, 
Like gentle Dew, that cools all cruel Paſſions. 
| HowaRD's Duke of Lerma. 


Pity on freſh Objects only ſtays, 
But with tedious Sights of Woe decays. 
|  Darvven's Indian Emperor. 


Objects of Pity, when the Cauſe is new, 
Still work too fiercely on the buſy Crowd: 
Had Cæſar's Body never been expos d, 
Brutus had gain'd hie Cauſe. ; 

« PIP Je... Dzxypen's Spaniſh Friar. 


Lato her gentle Breaſts I'll pour my Sighs, 
The only Balm to my aflicted lind 1 * 
Her generous Sa ſoftens every Grief ! 
For al the wretched love to be condol d. 
Such is the Uſe and noble End of Friendſhip, 
To bear a Part in every Storm of Fate; 
And by dividing, make the lighter Weight. 
,.,.-. Hiccoxs's Generous C . 
None are ſo hateful to the Gods as thoſe, | 
Who'with hard Hearts, delight in others Grief. 
.. Lansbown's Heroic Love. 
= - Such SanGiity ! ſuch 'Tenderneſs, ſo mix'd 
With Grief ! as would draw Tears from Inhumanity ! 
. ConcGreve's Mourning Bride. 


There is an Eloquence in filent Pity, | | 
Beyond Expreſſion. Horz ins“ Pyrrbus. | 
Wo”. i Hal. 1 mn 


— 
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The Brave and Wiſe we pity in Misfortunes ; ih Þ 
when I and Folly ſuffer, 
bs FO OY 


E gore: 
All Senſe of omen 2 5 225 a little, * 


A i Manhood ! ' s 240 
en, 


Leſt other tho” cruel, ſhould diſclaim you, 
And judge you to be number'd with the Be * 


+ IF Pity on the Wrongs the Injur'd ſuffer 

Be term'd a Weakneſs, be it mine; for know © 
I glory in it, none but Cowards ſcorn it. 

Maar rv, fee. 


But when th — themſelves relieve, l = 5 | 


7 will f ſuffer an. 


Wersw ond, faul Laces: nw 
is the Mark of a dihoneſt Mind * | 2 5 j 


Not to commiſerate even the moſt Guilty. 
He, who unmov'd beholds the Wretch's Pains,. | 
Is ſuch a Wretch, as may deſerve our Pity. 4 


Cn, Jons0s Ades. ; 


© When we pity Woes, which we have felt; 
"Tis but a N Virtue HILL“ ere. 


PLAGUE. Fes 540 


The raw. 798 $4 A 
With flaggy Wings, fly hi eavily about., 
Scattering their paſtilential Colds and Rheums, 
Thro all the 1 Air, hence Murrains follow 1 
On bleatin and on the lowing Hends, 4 
r e 
And the faithful Dog 


89 
> 


Oz Died 


Fe * 
% * 


Died at his Maſter's: Feet; and next his Maſter - 


* 2 ü | 15 | 25 
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| One Plagues which Barth and FAS brood. 


Firſt on inferior Crontites try'd their . 

And laſt they ſeiz d on Man: - 
And then a thouſand Deaths at once advanc'd, 

And every Dart took Place. All was ſo ſudden, 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell. One but began 

To wonder, and ftrait fell a Wonder too; . 

A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 

Dropp'd in the pious Act. Heard you that Groan ? 
A Ibo of Ghoſts took Flight together there 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play no more 
For fingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes. 
With dead and dying Men our Streets are cover'd, 
And Earth expoſes Bodies on the Pavements, 
More than ſhe hides in Graves. 
Between the Bride and Bridegroom have I ſeen 
The Nuptial Torch do common Offres, 


Of Marriage, and of Death ! Caſt round your Eyes, 5 


Where late the Streets were ſo thick ſown with Men, 


{ 


Like Cad, Brood, they joſtled for their Paſſage 


Now ol for thoſe erected Heads, and ſee idem, 


4 . Like * paying all our public Ways. 


en 1 s Oedipus. 


. r * p Y | | 
* YER 
5 . - ” * 

„ . 


* 


All the World's a Stage, 


And all the Men and Women merely Players; 


They have their Exits and their Entrances, 


And one Man in his Time plays many Parts 
His Acts being, ſeven Ages.“ | b 


| barer Ai you tle 1. 


. of Men, lars 
After à well-grac'd Actor leaves the Stage. f 


* | * N 
et Are. 
_ — . 
— 


YL 
— 
K. 
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Are idly bent on him that enter next, as 
anne i 02 062-887 
| SHAKESPEAR's Richard By 
I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian ;..._ * . 
Speak, and look big, and pry on every Side; 
Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a Stras- { 
Intending deep Suſpicion. Ghaſtly Looks 
Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles: : 
And both are ready in their Offices; 


At any Time to grace my Stratagems. 
= SHAKESPEAR n Riches III. 
Une a dul ARor, now I have forgot” bach 
* Part, and even ſtop to a full Di grace. 
SHAKESPEAR's Corialanus. 


Like a Player, 


Bellowing his Paſion, till he break the, Spring, 4 1 


And his rack'd Voice jar to the Audience: a 
'  " SHAKESPEaR's Fei an G. 


Is it not monſtrous that this Player here, 
But in a Fiction, in a Dream of Paſſion, -- 
Could force his Soul ſo to his. whole, P'S 
That from ber working, all his Viſage. warm oo | 4 
Tears in his Eyes, DifiraQtion i in his Aſpect, 
A broken Voice, and his whole Function faity 
With Forms to his Conceit! And all for . 1 
For Hecuba What's Hecuba to him ? or he 0 N 
That he ſhould weep for ber? What would he do, 
Had he the Motive, and the Cue for Paſhon .... 
That I have? He would drown the Stage with Tears, 
And cleave the general Ear with horrid Spegels; 


Make-mad the „and appat the Free; "uy 


Confound che the Ignorant, and ariate e 
The very Faculty Eyes and Ears. 
| SuaxrerEan's lu 


4 == 

w__ 
7 
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— * When on the Stage to the admiring Cour 

We ſtrove to repreſent: Alcides' Fury, 

In all that raging Heat and Pomp of Madneſs, 
With which tely Seneca adorn'd him, | 
So lively drawn and painted with ſuch Horror; 

Soon we were forc'd to give it o'er! So loud 

The e ſnriek d! 3 faſt they died away ! 

PLEASURE.” 


Lx#'*s Theodofius.. 
After the Fierceneſs of a common Pleaſure, 
A ſudden Heavineſs is natural. Lzz's Mithridates. 
As Dangers i in our Love make Joys more dear, 


So Pleafure's ſweeteſt when tis mix'd with Fear. 
Darokx 7 Menalien. 


Tri Pidifures of old Age brook no Delay, 
. _ Seldom they come, and ſwiftly fly away. IId. 


Pleaſure neyer comes ſincere to Man; 
But lent by Heaven upon hard Uſury: 
And while ove 22 us out the org of Joy, | 
| E'er it can reach our Lips, tis 
| By fome left-handed God. A . 
.4 +". Ds yDex ard Len) 95 — 
mee et 0 is leaſt bien we receiye, - 


_ * Pleaſure ſprings from what we give. 
I16GoN's Generous * 


| * Pleaſure often athful Heart, 
Beneath the roſy . pomblal Hearn, 122% has 
(All Sweetnels, ferry ſeemi Innocence) >. 
Steals n d, and on»; the Vitor low'! 
Tuourson — 


4 14612 
| FI 19 


175 p LOT, 


** . "_ pl 
2 333 43 "I. * 
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How like Chelan, at their firſt Meeting, $4 
With Caution we gaze filent on each other, oy 
Expecting who ſhall ſtart the Buſineſs firſt,  _. 

Tarz's Loyal General. 


Oh ! think what anxious Moments paſs between 
The Birth of Plots, and their laſt fatal Periods! -- 
Oh ! 'tis a dreadful Interval 1 Time, 5 * 
Fill'd up with Horror all, and big with Death! +" 
Deſtruction hangs on every Word we ſpeak, c,, 


On every Thought, 'till the concluding Stroke | .* = | 
Determines all, and cloſes our Deſign. * 
Avvison's Cas. 
Conſpiracies no ſooner Moc be form'd > 
Than executed. 2 8 Bid. f D, 
| OI 7... RE 
Obſerve in this ſmall Vial cortili Death 1 1 
It holds a Poiſon of ſuch” deadfy” Force oem 


Should Aſculapiui drink it, in five Hours, 
(For chen it works) the God himſelf were mortal. 


ng Tg 4k 


= = = = = Te ſeattets Pains; 6% 3 51. 
All Sorts, and thro' all Nerves, Veins, Aneries, 
Ev'n with Extremity of Froſt it burns 
Drives the diſtracted Soul about her Houſe, 
Who runs to all the Pores, the Doors of Life, 
Till the 1 is oY for * to leave her Dwelling. 

| 5 Let's Alete. — 


Touch not whe poiſed Gifts, 4 
Infected by the Sender! touch them not?! 
Myriads of blue ſt Plagues lie underneath him, 


And more than Aconit has dipp'd the Silk ! 
RYDEN's All for {out 


» 


th ah * 
PILE as 
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- "Tis here, the deadly Drug prepar'd in Powder, 
Hot as Hell-Fire: | 
Not the Nonacrian Fount, nor Lethe's Lake, 
Could ſooner numb thy nimble Faculties, 
Than this to Sleep eternal. 

| DvD EN“ Don Sebaſtian. 


I drench'd him with-a Draught ſo deadly cold, 
It ſoon congeal'd | F 
The Channel of his Blood, and froze him dry. bid. 


How has this Poiſon. loſt. its wonted Way? 

It ſhould have burnt its Paſſage, not have linger'd 

In the blind Labyrinths and crooked Turnings 

Of human Compoſitions : Now it moves 

Like a flow Fire, that works againſt the Wind. 

_— Shovtings through my Limbs, and pricking 

ains ; . | g 

Qualms at my xr as N my — 

= Shiverings of Co burning of my Entrails! 
Within my little World make medley War, 

Loſe and regain,. beat and are beaten back, 

As n quit their Ground; 

Some deadly Draught, ſome Enemy to Life 

Boils in my Bowels, and works out my Soul. 


. The Poiſon paſs'd unſeen, * 
Like a claſe Murderer thro' the Lanes of Life ! 
LE“ Maſſacre of Paris. 


Ev'n now a fatal Draught works out my Soul, 
Ev'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking Veins | 
The lazy Blood, and freezes at my Heart. | 
Ebu. Sutra Phadre and Hyppolitus. = 


; ® 


* | Sudden 


\ * * 
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Sudden his Eyes grew livid, and diſcharg'd | . 7 


A purple Foam; his lab'ring Boſom fwell? 9 
His Eye-balls, like malignant Meteors, glar'd f 
Unmov'd and ghaſtly! As the Venom 4preads 


Frightful Convulſions writh'd his tortur'd Limbs;  - 


Then, mad with Anguiſh, ruſhing to the Floor, 
He groan'd his Soul away! 'FexTow's Mariamne. 


* I have with other Thought, long ſince, prepar'd, 
Within my Cell, a e e eee | 
So potent in Effect, it inſtant 9 — | 15 
Lethargick Reſt, and faſt binds down the Senſe. 

ne  Frowbe's Fal Saguntum. / 

* Phe poiſon'd Crown now *cleaves around her 

| Y 42 | 
Boils in her Veins and in her Eye-balls blazes ; 

She mourns, ſhe raves, and throws her Eyes to Heav'n, 
And now, depriv'd of Words, or Strength to utter, 
The filent Anguiſh ſtreaming down her Cheek, 
Pleads her Diſtreſs; the Snares of Death ſurround her 
The raging Phrenzy doubles all her Strength, © 
And, midſt the Tortures ſhe*endures, exerts 


Cu. JounsoNn's den. 


* Struck by the Poiſon on her Conch the lies, 4 


A Roſe ſoft-drogping in Sabean Vales, _ 7 
Beneath the fiery Dog-Stars noxious Rage. 


12 THOMP$ON's Edward and Eleoncras | * 


* Dying he ſeems, or cannot long ſurvive: 
Whether by Heat of Action in the Field, * 5 
His latent Fever is inflam'd to Dangeer,.n 
Or, as Suſpicion ſtrongly has avouchd ,. 
The gloomy Moak, Who Tery'd him with the Cup, 
Might iynpiouſly infuſe ſome Bane of Life, ; 
We know not; but in his Interval of Senſe 
In Groans calls earneſt for his Confeſſor, 
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= _ ; ” | q 
e I fear me, poiſon'd his whole Maſs of Blood 
Ts touch'd corruptibly. and his frail Brain, | 
. Which ſome ſuppoſe the Manſion of the Soul, 
8 By the disjointed Comments that it makes, 
* Foreſhews its mortal Office is expiring. bid. 


| The Air's too hot; | 

It ſteams, it ſcalds, I cannot bear this Furnace ! 
Stand off,— and let the Northern Wind have Way. 
Blow, blow, ye freezing Blaſts from Iceland Skies 
O bliſsfull Region, that I there were King! 
To range and roll me in eternal Snow, 
Where Crowns of Iſicles might cool my Brain, 
. And comfort me with Cold. . 


Or. 


Let Popes confine to Points of Faith their Sway, 
K And none ſhall more implicitly obey; 
ws ” But when they ftrain that Sway to temp'ral Pow'r, 
And would the inborn Rights of Kings devour; 
Then by our Arms, from Uſurpation hurl'd, 
WMe lll treat them as the T yrants of the World! 
F | . CiBBeR's King John. 
| . No, never can we bear 
The Glories of our Papal Power ſhould ſtoo 
To the inferior Sway of Temporal Princes. 7b:9. 
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The End of the SzconD Voruns, 
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